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THE SUPPLANTER 

CHAPTER I 

THE GLANCE 

In the hush of the great room a sudden 
wail seemed loud as the blare of a trumpet. 
I knelt to receive the new-bom child, and 
Doctor Worden went over to the window 
and lifted the shade that had hidden the east. 

" Sunrise," he said, with a sigh of thank- 
fulness. 

Light flooded the place, touching the 
beautiful face on the pillow and gilding to 
even brighter radiance the young mother's 
tumbled mass of golden hair. A rush of 
morning fragrance came up from the gar- 
den: the curtains rode inward on the breeze. 
I heard the waking birds call softly to each 
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10 THE SUPPLANTER 

other in the cherry orchard. Day had begun 
with birth. 

As I bent over the baby his eyes unclosed 
and his deep glance met mine. Other nurses 
may have had that strange, spiritual en- 
counter with a newcomer. But it was the 
first time I had recognized, and been recog- 
nized by, an immortal soul so frailly and so 
newly veiled in its humanity. Into that one 
glance was compressed wisdom, infinite and 
unutterable. 

The ancients believed that the dent in the 
upper lip was the finger-print of the angel 
who sealed the speech of the child when it 
was bom, lest it should betray the secret 
ways of God. 

I trembled with that memory when I met 
that calm, compelling look. And between 
the occupying soul and me flashed conscious 
and significant intelligence. It was only for 
a moment. Then the diaphragm expanded. 
Life's prologue, begun with a cry, was with 
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THE GLANCE 11 

a cry continued. And when the assistant 
nurse came to arrange and compose the 
room, I started away to the splendid blue 
and silver nursery with an ordinary little 
baby in my arms. For the heir of Rosmore 
had yet to be anointed and made ready to 
be presented to his father. 

I glanced back at Mrs. Rosmore as I left 
the room. She had not awakened. Hilda, 
my assistant, was moving softly about, and 
Doctor Worden came quietly across and 
into the hall with me. We closed the door, 
reverently, and turned away as from a 
shrine. 

Motherhood is an holy estate. 

Something of the old awe and wonder of 
it came to me, again, as I felt the baby's head 
stirring against the hard, cool linen on my 
breast. And I was glad that a warm, white 
mother-bosom awaited him. 

Doctor John went along to the library 
door and I ran upstairs. But before I had 
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12 THE SUPPLANTER 

the boy half dressed there was a man's impa- 
tient knock at the door, and David Rosmore 
— I knew it must be he — fairly leaped over 
the threshold in his anxiety to see the child. 
I glanced about the nursery. It still bore 
its look of white expectancy. There was no 
disarray. So I looked up at the young man, 
whose paleness proved that he had not been 
indifferent to the tremendous drama just 
enacted in the birth-chamber, and finding 
him worthy, I raised the soft blanket that 
covered the little face. 

A queer sob caught the man's throat. 
For a moment he could not speak. His eyes 
lingered on the wee, contorted form on my 
lap. He touched the red morsel of human- 
ity with an awkward and trembling hand, 
then, gaining courage, drew down and with 
odd gentleness held the little feet in his 
palm. 

" Is he bow-legged? " he questioned, un- 
steadily. 
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THE GLANCE 13 

"Fathers always ask that," I replied, 
smiling. Adding with warmth, " He is per- 
fect in every way." 

He had the air of thinking the informa- 
tion too good to be true; but examined the 
curved legs hopefully. 

" They'll straighten out, eh? " he asked. 

" Yes, indeed," I answered. But some- 
thing else troubled him. 

"I suppose you cannot tell much about 
his mental make-up at this stage of the 
game — it would not be possible, would it? " 

He passed his hand with surprising ten- 
derness over the dark, roimd head, and 
added: 

" I should like to feel sure that he is going 
to have a fair chance, from the start." 

I knew the source of his anxiety. The 
expectant young mother had been mentally 
unbalanced at periods. His thoughts were 
with her now. I read his face. But a sud- 
den wave of exultation swept me. My con- 
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14 THE SUPPLANTER 

sciousness was flooded with a blinding light. 
I wonder that I did not cry aloud. For I 
had faced the alert self that slumbered now 
within this tiny form, and knew that what 
we call heredity is an empty name: a delu- 
sion of dreams. But I only answered: 

" He is extremely well-formed, and I am 
sure he will prove to be a normal, healthy 
child." 

And with another long look the man 
laughed, shakily, and went away. I heard 
him go down the stairs to his wife's door. 

The little one lay on my lap, and I must 
have sat with him before the open fire for 
a long time. Then the assistant nurse halted 
in the doorway, round-eyed with protest. 

" Goodness, Miss Allen," she said, almost 
dropping the linen she had over her arm, 
" do you rock babies? I thought that was 
against the rules of the professional nurse." 

She had certainly caught me. But it 
would never do to let her find that out. 
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THE GLANCE 15 

" I am observing the child," I responded 
with dignity. "And now that his circula- 
tion is fully established, you may prepare 
his crib. Is Mrs. Rosmore awake? " 

" No, Miss Allen." The Japanese basket 
swaying in its standard of hanmiered silver 
was abeady arranged as a downy nest, and 
Hilda took the boy. 

" Isn't he homely? " she said. And I hur- 
ried out prickling with rage. I did not want 
to discharge the girl the first day and yet — 
then I laughed at myself and whipped down 
my nerves. Why should I so hotly resent 
the most natural remark in the world? Of 
course he was homely. All babies are. But 
I was conscious of a strange thing: a 
woman whom I did not know, within me, 
was not appeased! 

I stepped from a French window to the 
veranda and from there ran down to the 
garden. 

It was young April. The boy was an 
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16 THE SUPPLANTER 

Aries child. Bom at sunrise under the sign 
of the Ham. I was glad. Aries is, in my 
opinion, the hest sign of the zodiac. An 
Aries man has the clearest scope. He can 
be either the best or the worst of his kind. 
The choice is his. But there is no middle 
distance in his composition. I longed to 
" bind the sweet influences of the pleiades " 
in this case. 

The doctor came out of the house and, 
seeing me, tiu'ned into the privet hedge that 
was topped with new emerald. I told him 
that there should be no half-way doings with 
Rosmore fils, who had been born in April 
on the edge of the continent. 

Doctor Worden, whom I have loved from 
my youth up, chuckled. 

" Well, Rosmore phre has escaped medi- 
ocrity, if that's what you are driving at,*' 
he said. 

I eyed him coolly, albeit with a glow at 
heart. His big, rough frame housed a gen- 
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THE GLANCE 17 

tie spirit. He forged toward the gate in 
his customary hurry. But I stalked him, 
being in a mood for talk. 

"In what way has he escaped medioc- 
rity? " I asked. " He is only very rich." 

But the physician was pursing his lips and 
examining his watch. 

" IVe had an all-night vigil; don't argue 
with me I I have no thought above a tub 
and breakfast.*' He sighed and straight- 
ened his back, glancing about the gar- 
den. " See, the buds are swelling on 
the rose-trees. Travail, travail every- 
where!" 

My thoughts ran with his to the birth- 
chamber, as we walked through the curved 
driveway to the outer gate. 

" Mrs. Rosmore has not spoken," the doc- 
tor said, in answer to my question. " But 
she seems to be awake. I noticed that her 
husband's presence seemed, in some way, to 
annoy her, although she had not yet recog- 
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18 THE SUPPLANTER 

nized him. Good Lord, I hope she will be 
aU right!" 

If Doctor Worden had not been com- 
pletely tired out he would not have said 
that, even to me. So I did not hear. He 
regaine4 his professional poise inmiediately, 
but I knocked it into a cocked hat when I 
told him I must go back to the hospital. He 
turned and looked at me. 

"What do you mean by that?" he de- 
manded. 

"Why, Doctor John, you know," I re- 
turned, " I have an important surgical case 
coming on at the end of the week. They 
are waiting for me at St. John's now. I 
must get back as soon as possible 1 " 

''You stay here!* said Doctor Worden 
in an oddly quiet voice, standing stock-still 
in the path, ''you stay right here in this 
house. 

I was the head surgical mu-se in the larg- 
est hospital in California, and a woman of 
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THE GLANCE 19 

character and experience. I was thirty 
years old and free. But the eternal femi- 
nine in me made me answer as he strode 
away: 

" Just as you say, doctor, of coiu'se.'' 

I wonder why I did it. 

I am a positive personality, conscious of 
strength and intelligence of no mean order. 
There are discriminating forces within me 
that sort out false from true, and reject or 
conserve the mental food that is offered. I 
am personally brave, and inspired by a cer- 
tain understanding of spiritual things. And 
yet, with an independent fiber running 
through me, I am yielding to a point of 
imbecility. I give up any plan of my own 
to conform to another's, with a queer sense 
of amusement in the realization that what 
means so much to others is of no consequence 
at all to me. But in this case it was a dif- 
ferent matter. I was calmly ordered to 
abandon my part in a surgical triumph in 
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20 THE SUPPLANTER 

St. John's and to remain indefinitely in the 
home of this miner, David Rosmore. 

Tardy rage reddened me as I went back 
to the house. Why had I not firmly refused 
to do any such thing? I could not now 
recall my smug and foolish "just as you 
say " kind of servility. 

I crunched the gravel on the path under 
my heelless shoes, making a loud sound to 
cover the clank of the invisible slave-chain 
I had brought with me, perhaps, from a 
previous incarnation. 

Nature glorified the Rosmore groimds, 
but an amateiu* architect had boggled the 
house. It was quite foolish. An ornate pile 
of masonry, broken by incongruous towers 
and meaningless spires, with here and there 
a splotch of pretentious glass. I hated to 
go into the hall. It was a blare of onyx and 
red leather. But there were pictures on the 
wall, mostly bad copies of noble things, and 
I concluded that the master of this glitter- 
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ing pile had the yearning and means, if not 
the knowledge and taste of the collector. I 
hid my eyes from a Sorolla wrongly placed 
and went up for my breakfast. 

I had had coflFee and a roll before smirise 
— before son-coming — but now I hun- 
gered for the rice-pots of the Japanese cook. 
Rice cooked with fine art. Each separate 
grain a delectable pearl. All in a sea of 
cream, bounded by a Wedgwood bowl and 
served on mahogany from the bogs of Lou- 
isiana. 

There were other things for breakfast, 
although I wonder why anything should be 
added to such a repast, except strawberries 
and coflFee, 

I was served, by a nimble brown fellow, 
in the comer of the open porch overlooking 
the rose-yard. Old trees with forward blos- 
soms seemed already in a mind to flower. 
I smelled the preparations going on in the 
brown earth. The brews of spring were 
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bubbling. A skylark rose in flight and 
filled the air with melody, and, hearing this, 
the waiting grove found tongue, 

" Miss Janet Allen *' was the superscrip- 
tion on the major part of the letters in the 
post-bag, and I was busy over them until 
noon. Two, from the operating surgeons 
at St. John's bothered me. They lu-ged my 
inmiediate return, and I did a little champ- 
ing at the bit that I had taken so meekly 
in the morning. But I wired that I should 
be detained somewhat upon my present case 
and reconunended Miss JeflPries, the niu'se 
next in power, as my substitute. 

If those doctors had been close at hand, 
and two against one, I should probably have 
yielded and gone back. But Doctor Wor- 
den had an ally in the baby. I realized 
moreover that it would have been impro- 
fessional under the circumstances to leave 
the yoimg mother in less experienced hands. 
I recalled the doctor's troubled exclamation 
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and knew that her case was puzzling him, 
A few days would probably find her more 
fit. The sight of her baby might bring her 
drifting mind to anchor. I speculated upon 
the matter as I sat by that expectant rose- 
garden. 

Such little hands could lead me back from 
the very gates of hell. Of that I am quite 
sure. I often wonder how a woman with 
a child can lose her spiritual way even 
though the wandering spinster-thing, with 
unguessed wars within her being, may fall 
before some moral onslaught in tumult and 
destruction. 

In Edith Rosmore's life the human tri- 
une, counterpart of the divine, was now com- 
plete. The symbol would be destroyed were 
she to lose her appointed place. But I was 
confident that I should soon be free to go 
back to my patients at St. John's. A birth 
is an episode in the family. It should not 
so vitally affect an outsider, particularly 
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an old-maid surgical nurse. I reasoned that 
I should be able to take up my work in my 
accustomed way and leave the Rosmore trio 
sufficient unto its self. 

Then I thought of the glance that had 
parsed like a pact, an intimate transaction, 
between the newcomer and me. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE SEEKING MOUTH 

The great house overlooking the incom- 
parable Golden Gate to the harbor of San 
Francisco had a new and lusty voice. But 
it was still only an extremely large building 
filled, but not furnished, with an amazing 
nimiber of costly traps, harmonious only in 
their general uselessness. 

The place needed to be freed of these in- 
animate as well as the animate thistle-things 
that crowded out orderliness and beauty. 
It was quite overrun with servants, and race 
wars were being waged when I obtained 
permission to rearrange and systematize the 
whole establishment. Then over ten swift, 
soft-footed Orientals was set a major-domo 
from Tipperary, for an Irishman is at his 

25 
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26 THE SUPPLANTER 

best only when he is in authority. This 
man's name was Featherlip, but he dusted 
his words in vain. The old burred-brogue 
clung to them. His wife, Kathleen, had 
been housekeeper in one of the smaller cas- 
tles of Ireland, and she brought with her 
a respect for place and power that rapidly 
spread through Rosmore Hall. 

It was interesting to note the change that 
followed the selection and placing of the 
servants. Seumas and Kathleen Feather- 
lip: the former upstanding and dignified in 
blue livery, and the latter a commanding, 
low-voiced, white-haired woman in black silk 
and lace, eflfected an immediate reform in 
the whole menage. Even the independent 
outdoor squad, the gardener and his hire- 
lings, organized into adherents to the fam- 
ily. I saw a chance to develop the lands 
lying idle about the park into little home- 
plots for the laborers on the estate and in 
the household. 
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THE SEEKING MOUTH 27 

A model cottage-colony was a cherished 
plan of my own, and here was an opportu- 
nity for a millionaire to found a village on 
his own property for his own people. But, 
of course, I was not yet sufficiently well 
acquainted with David Rosmore to suggest 
anything to him, let alone a scheme whereby 
he could rid himself of a large portion of 
his money. But the entire place showed 
an excess of wealth without proper distri- 
bution, and I heard a managerial bee buzz- 
ing in my bonnet whenever I looked around. 

I was surprised to find in me the elements 
of a boss. This had doubtless come about 
by the sudden narrowing of my field of 
activity. From having a hundred cries to 
answer I was now listening for just one. 
My heart was full. But my hands ached 
with idleness. I felt myself teeming with 
power that was unused. 

I had been only a month away from my 
work in the hospital. But in that short time 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



28 THE SUPPLANTER 

I was able to reconsider my sweeping criti- 
cism of the actress who pines for the foot- 
lights after she has married and left the 
stage. Of the teacher who would slip back 
to her classes after her waned honeymoon. 
Of all women whose large abilities are 
dwarfed and thwarted by the weak but 
cramping walls of home. 

It is the very weakness and fragility of 
the walls that hold women. If the barriers 
were only strong enough to be worth a 
shoulder-bruising, they would go at them 
and push them down and be free to give 
their labor and to share their intelligence 
communally. 

I had a strong desire to take a hand in 
the readjustment of things at Rosmore. A 
desire that must have had its real animus 
in the fact that there was an heir to all this 
splendid property and I wanted to make it 
ready for him. 

Until the new servants had been estab- 
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lished there was no more sense of home in 
the place than in a splendid railway station. 
And now it would take some time for the 
house to take on a habited and lived-in 
air. I wondered how the Rosmores had en- 
dured the confusion of the Hall. It looked 
like military barracks filled with looted 
splendor from raided palaces. But it was 
not. It was just the house of a newly rich 
man who loved beautiful things without 
being able to make fine distinctions between 
real and spurious. I fancied his taste might 
be easily cultivated. I could not see his 
wife's hand in anything. 

Even in her own splendid, over-decorated 
apartments, there was no sign of what would 
have revealed itself as a young woman's 
personal preference. Drapery, pictures, ap- 
pointments, were all the work of the profes- 
sional decorator. The individual touch was 
lacking in every case. 

From my window I often saw Mr. Ros- 
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more walking in the garden or through the 
various paths beneath the trees. I received 
the impression that he was more intimate 
with nature than with art. That the red- 
woods touched him familiarly, as a com- 
rade, as he passed them by or lingered in 
their shadows. And the playful vines 
caught often at his feet. 

He certainly looked much more at home 
as, bareheaded, he roamed in the green twi- 
lighted park than he did in the gilt and 
scarlet interior. I studied him from my 
distance, imabashed. An athletic man. Tall, 
dark-haired, a certain eagerness in look and 
gesture. I was forced to admit to myself 
that his mouth was singularly beautiful. 
For while it was large and firm, the corners 
turned slightly upward in an expression of 
mingled merriment and kindness. His 
strong, white teeth had doubtless been in- 
herited from oatmeal-eating ancestry. His 
eyes were direct and blue. I observed that 
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he dressed well but without ostentation. I 
liked to see him in cordiu'oys, and often had 
that pleasiu^e as he walked with his joyful 
dogs through the way that led to the wood- 
land. A companionable man, I had no 
doubt. A keen observer of men and events 
rather than of women and their ways. And 
yet I rarely saw him in a company of his 
kind. He had rather the air of a stranger. 
I had been in China for a number of years, 
and he and the ugly house had appeared 
upon that San Franciscan hill during my 
absence from California. I had not hap- 
pened to hear anything about him or the 
beautiful young girl whom he had married. 
I speculated a bit upon the possible ante- 
cedents of the couple, wanting to be sure 
that the boy had chosen his parents wisely. 

There seemed to be no reason to doubt 
his perspicacity as far as his father was con- 
cerned. 

The assistant nurse gave me a key to the 
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existing conditions when she came up for 
her special directions one evening. 

The baby was over a month old, and as 
yet I had not been able to get away from 
him even for a little while. I wanted to see 
him safe in his mother's arms before I re- 
turned to St. John's. She was making a 
slow recovery. In fact I could see that the 
doctor was greatly depressed over her con- 
dition, and he had put Hilda and another 
strong young Norwegian nurse upon what 
might be considered guard duty. One or 
the other of them was in constant attendance 
upon Mrs. Rosmore. 

Hilda was wholesome and good-tempered. 
I always choose nurses with good teeth. 
They are sure to smile easily and spontane- 
ously, having nothing to hide. But this 
evening I noticed that Hilda was somberly 
thoughtful. 

" What is the matter? " I asked as I gave 
her her instruction card. 
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"I don't know," she hesitated, "maybe 
I'm just imagining — " 

I waited. She busied herself about the 
room, came back and straightened the little 
embroidered collar at my throat — a useless 
task, since it did not need straightening — 
and then sat down suddenly in the window- 
seat beside me. 

" I believe she hates him," she said. 

It was May. Birds called through a 
world of bloom in the dew-sparkled, moon- 
silvered evening. The window draperies 
stirred in a lavendered breeze. 

"Why do you think that?'' I asked. 
And was sorry. For Hilda ran oflF at the 
word like a race-horse that has long pranced 
at the rope. 

*'Well, you see she did not know him 
when she married him," she confided. " She 
could not have been in love with him. He 
came out of the hills with his dust and she 
was the first girl in sight. I guess he is a 
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terribly masterful man. He probably did 
not give her a chance to refuse him. But 
folks say she captured him before he saw 
any one else." 

'' S-sshI ^^ I made that hissing sound that 
is meant to limit a narrator's voice, not to 
silence it. Hilda understood and continued 
in a lower tone. 

"Don't you think most marriages come 
about by happenstance?" I declined to 
commit myself and she went on. " I believe 
this one did. And just think what that 
lucky girl came into! Oh, of course she's 
ill now. But she isn't more than twenty 
years old. She'll probably get well. Any- 
way, she is better off here than she would be 
with that cross old aunt of hers over in Aus- 
tralia, even if she is tired of her husband I " 

" You must not say that, Hilda," I said. 
" You cannot know anything about it. I 
had not heard that Mrs. Rosmore came from 
Australia." 
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I got up and went to the window, as 
though I did not want to hear any more. 
But Hilda knew her kind. 

" O my, yes! she's a Colonist, all right. 
You ought to hear her speak." (I had not 
heard her.) " She is a lot more English 
than any English girl. The tones just roU 
up from her throat like music, and the vow- 
els are so pure you can fairly see them with 
your eyes." 

I laughed and cried, " Hilda, how ab- 
surd!" And she went on: 

" Her name was Edith Heaton. She was 
left an orphan and lived with the cantanker- 
ous old aunt that brought her to 'Frisco. 
Folks say it was to marry her oflF to some 
rich man. Howsomever, she was crying 
with homesickness in the hotel parlor when 
David Rosmore got in from the diggings, 
and there you are! He married her within 
a week. And he has just poured his heart 
out for her. But she used to act like a 
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canaiy that has not been used to a cage. 
And I tell you she is tired of him." 

" Mrs. Rosmore is seriously sick, Hilda," 
I had the decency to say, at last. " Let us 
not discuss her or her husband any more, 
but please be very watchful over her. I 
am sure that Doctor Worden expects a 
change in her condition any hour. The 
seventh week ought to find her all right. It 
is very strange that she has not spoken in 
all this time. Let me know to-night if you 
see any indication that she is awake." 

'' I wiU," the girl repUed. " I think she 
is awake. I often see the gleam of her eyes 
under those golden lashes. They remind me 
of blue flame. She just watches, watches 
all the time, without really opening her eyes. 
Sometimes I can't bear the look." 

There was a faint tremor in Hilda's 
voice. 

" Never mind now, dear." I took her to 
the door with my arm around her shoulder. 
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" Those who watch the insane have to be 
strong-nerved. She will be better by and 
by. Be very tender with her.*' 

She nodded. I knew she would not fail 
in gentleness. She was broad between the 
eyes, an excellent thing in horses and women. 
Then I got into my habit and went hurriedly 
out to the stables and asked Burton, Mr* 
Rosmore's groom, for a saddle-horse. 

I foimd the tanbark path almost deserted, 
when, on a brown mare that had never be- 
fore felt the whisk of skirts, I reached the 
park. 

I had had a short but spirited tussle with 
the splendid creature before we knew each 
other. Then we were as one. I had cried 
out in joy when Burton brought her to me. 
Kings had ridden her kingly sires under the 
desert stars. She was as deep-chested as a 
fawn. Slender limbs, arched neck, and deli- 
cate head marked her strain, and her full 
eyes had the lustrous flash of the uncon- 
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quered. Her nostrils were lined with the 
color of a rose; her black mane was a plume 
of majesty. 

She cringed under my weight, and reared. 
Her exquisite hoofs pawed the air. Then 
she was down and away with the flight of a 
swallow, over the bridge and grounds to the 
gate, with Burton following fearfully, ex- 
pecting to gather me up in baskets, until I 
turned my joyful countenance and called 
that all was well. 

And all was well. 

She was the loveliest mare on this side of 
heaven! 

I told her so. I gave her full measure of 
praise. She seemed used to it, and tossed 
her head. But there was no further misun- 
derstanding between us. 

It is a wonderful thing to be out of doors 
at night with the city below one and the 
luminous skies above. But to be on a horse 
like that is to ride between the worlds im- 
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handicapped. We confided, each to each, 
that we were centaur-bom. That this was 
an hour of enchantment. Back and forth 
among the great trees we ran and leaped 
and played together, quite alone save for 
one other rider that now and then appeared 
at the other end of the bridle- way. 

But as we emerged from a blossom-tan- 
gled by-path, we foimd it sentinelled by 
David Rosmore. 

"Miss Allen," he exclaimed in surprise, 
sweeping me with his blue glance, " I did 
not know you! I think I suspected you of 
being a sprite — for Tirzah has never before 
been ridden by a woman. By Jove, your 
riding is superb! And the lady likes you! '* 

"We are friends,'* I admitted, embar- 
rassed a bit. And the mare gave me a look 
that confirmed my boasting. " I hope that 
will condone the liberty I have taken in 
borrowing her." 

" Consider her yours to use for as long 
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as and whenever you like/' he said heartily. 
"Are you going to ride farther up the 
glen?" 

I thanked him for the tremendous favor 
he had tendered and replied that I was just 
returning to the house. He saluted and 
wheeled. 

I heard his black horse's hoofs pounding 
the hard road in the valley. 

But Tirzah and I went back to the Hall 
with hoof -beats and heart-beats timed and 
together. 

In the days that followed a great many 
people sent flowers or called to inquire con- 
cerning the millionaire's wife and son. But 
there was none of that running in and out 
of relations, that cheerful coming and going 
of intimate friends that is a feature of Amer- 
ican living. 

A baby like that should have had one or 
two grandmothers around to defy me. But 
no one even tried to dispute my authority. 
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It did not seem right. I told Doctor 
Worden so. He explained that the young 
parents were both without kinspeople. I 
thought he might furnish another sop to 
my curiosity if he learned that I already 
knew a little about the Rosmore romance. 
So I advanced and gave the countersign, 
''Aunt/' But I did not get beyond the 
lines with it. 

There seemed to be something apocryphal 
in Hilda's gospel. The aunt from Australia 
might have been another mythical "Mrs. 
Harris " for all Doctor Worden seemed to 
know about her. 

But the baby assumed a tremendous im- 
portance. He was the only son of his father, 
and he a millionaire. The responsibility of 
the newly founded house devolved on him. 

I saw little of Mr. Rosmore. He spent 
much time in the saddle. The mountains 
called him, and he was one to hear. At first 
he had wished to remain constantly with his 
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wife, if not at her bedside at least within call. 
But his presence irritated her. She moved 
more restlessly when he was near and the 
blue flame that Hilda had mentioned flick- 
ered unceasingly in her half -closed eyes. 

It seemed to me at the end of the seventh 
week that she must waken and stretch her 
arms out for her marvellous boy. 

He was doing fairly well on the substitute 
for his mother's milk that I had been obliged 
to give him. But I had felt very rebellious 
when I saw that the rich, sustaining tide that 
belonged to him was drying at its fount. 
It would have so blessed her that gave, him 
that received. 

As I sat with him on one of those first 
days of absolute disappointment, alone in 
my room at twilight, the yearning to nourish 
him as might a mother overwhelmed me. 

I had laid aside my linen waist for a cool 
negligee of China silk, and his little head 
instinctively sought a nestling-place, his 
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pulsing fingers groping eagerly. I felt a 
warm surging upward from the center of 
life. Then his seeking mouth found and 
claimed my bosom. In a brief ecstatic hope 
I called to God! But the baby turned away 
and cried. I had not faith enough. There 
was no miracle. 

Hilda came in with his bottle and took 
him away to bed. She said I was as white 
as a japonica. I went out into the walk 
to see how white a japonica might be. 
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THEODORE 

In the morning I dressed the boy with 
special care, even resorting to the mother's 
trick of trying to curl his hair with coaxing 
fingers. Then I carried him down to Mrs. 
Rosmore's room. 

" You're the doctor, now, Man alive," I 
explained to him as we hurried along the 
great hall; "don't forget, you're the doc- 
tor!" 

He kicked, and gurgled professionally; 
and I opened the door, quite suddenly, hold- 
ing him high, a tableau in my mind for the 
eyes of the mother. But she was asleep. 

I never saw a thing of flesh more beau- 
tiful. She lay upon her splendid bed like 
a statue of gold and ivory. And she was 
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little else. Clad in a veil, her spirit wan- 
dered. 

The child leaped in my arms as we went 
back to the nursery. But I was greatly 
depressed. My physician had failed. 

Mrs. Featherlip came in to consult with 
me about marking the linen. She was a 
tall, silver-topped reed, and I leaned upon 
her, conscious of weakness. 

" Do you think Mrs. Rosmore's mind will 
return?" I asked, appealingly. She made 
me a strange answer: 

" If the blessed Mother of our Lord meets 
her and sends her back, she will come,** she 
said, simply. " Mary is the shepherdess of 
all straying women." 

" * The shepherdess of all straying 
women! ' " I felt glad that the phrase had 
not restricted the flock under the care of 
the Virgin to any one class. All that 
strayed, sinning or pure, were thus shep- 
herded. I found my eyes too dim with emo- 
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tion to help Mrs. Featherlip select an R for 
the sheets. 

Kathleen made the report of our house- 
keeping experiment before she went back. 
There had been no books kept or accounts 
classified before, so I could not compare 
them with our neat journal. But we felt 
that we had made a distinct improvement 
in every department. Things were being 
well started toward making the big house 
a well-ordered home. A home in which 
there should be no vulgar waste or foolish 
display, but the overflow of which should 
enrich and bless. 

The responsibility of the rich man toward 
his fellows is incalculable. The little hands 
that palpitated upon my breast were vested 
with power. I had a keen desire to open 
them upon the world. I wondered how the 
miner would bring up his boy. 

Mr. Rosmore came in during the day. 
He was dusty and made the baby sneeze. 
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He sat down by the window and flicked 
his riding-boots with his whip, humming 
softly. I had once or twice heard him sing- 
ing as he walked in the garden. He prob- 
ably did not know a musical note by sight, 
but he had an excellent baritone voice. An 
untaught singer seems a part of nature. 
But I hate the music of the schools. 

Once on the edge of the desert I heard 
an Arab singing to the Dawn. That was 
from the universal harmony. His measures 
timed with the beat of life, the irregular 
rhythm of the conscious spheres. 

David Rosmore was looking at the boy. 

" I once found a nugget in the gulch al- 
most as big as he is," he jested. " It 
weighed more." He smiled in his slow, 
half -bashful way as he took the child up in 
his big hands. Then his look grew infinitely 
sweet. " It was not so precious," he sighed. 

The idea of comparing a nugget of gold 
to that baby was disagreeable to me until 
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I saw the father's face. Then I realized how 
futile words are in describing a great emo- 
tion, such an emotion as was mastering that 
man. 

I had the uncommon sense to keep still. 
Any word would have profaned that mo- 
ment. 

I do not think particularly well of men. 
A nurse sees them as they are. Pitiably 
afraid of pain, and childishly selfish. But 
of course there are exceptions to this rule. 
Countless exceptions. Otherwise there 
would be no proof of evolution. Many 
men have left these weaknesses — and the 
darker-colored qualities we know as sins — 
behind them. Sloughed them off in other 
lives. One cannot diagnose characters in a 
lump, or generalize about the " tricks and 
manners " of humanity any more than one 
can judge a school by a room full of pupils. 
Some have learned one rule and some an- 
other. Not one has learned all. The bad 
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boy at the foot of the class to-day may be 
the best boy, at the head of the line, when 
he has learned the lessons of to-morrow. 

The trouble with medical science is that 
it is " exact," And life is an elusive fluid. 
The doctor learns what is the matter with 
the body. But in the silences of the dark 
sick-room the nurse meets the Soul and be- 
comes its confidante. She gets to know the 
man that lives in the suit that has been tail- 
ored by the doctor. And after a while she 
is able to judge about how far the superman 
has travelled on the Path; what progress he 
has made spiritually. 

As I looked at David Rosmore that morn- 
ing in the nursery I fancied that he had gone 
leagues ahead of the majority of men. 

He was not an instructed man, that is to 
say, he was not a fellow of any brick and 
mortar university, but he probably knew a 
lot of unexpressed things. More, possi- 
bly, that count in the world of living men. 
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than he was, himself, aware of. There was 
about him a certain deep profundity. For 
the rest he was a large, good-looking person 
with manners awkwardly gentle. When I 
saw him, on one occasion, lift his wife from 
her bed to the couch, he reminded me of my 
brother, who came to me, one day, with a 
hurt bird in his hands. The man was, be- 
yond words, compassionate. 

" What are you going to name your son, 
Mr. Rosmore?" I inquired. He held the 
boy in that quiet that men alone attain with 
children. But his stillness was vibrant with 
tenderness. 

"Why,'* he hesitated, "I wanted his 
mother to name him." 

" She will probably give him your name," 
I said. But he made a gesture of dissent. 

" One David in a family is enough," he 
smiled, looking down at the child. " But I 
think we shall have to give him a temporary 
name. Can you suggest one? " 
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The question came as a surprise, for, of 
course, I had abeady given him a name that 
he was to wear for me. But it was to be a 
secret between him and me forever! 

I answered his father rather tremulously: 

** Do you care anything about the signifi- 
cance of names? I have a notion that one 
is inclined to live up or down to his title." 

He shook his head, whimsically. 

" Well, I'll leave it to you — just so you 
do not call him ' Algernon * or * Clarence.'" 
He laughed, rising and handing me the 
child. I stood with the little form in my 
hands and lifted him up toward the window 
that opened toward the morning. 

"I name him * Theodore,' the gift of 
God,'* I said, solemnly. Then I turned and 
held him for his father's blessing. 

I tried to laugh, but there were tears on 
my cheeks. David Rosmore saw them. He 
started to leave the room, but waited at the 
door, and his voice was full of feeling: 
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" It is Theodore, then — with all that the 
name implies. Thank you." 

He went out. And the gift of God lay 
on my bosom. 
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A man's ABM 

" The air is like balm. Miss Allen/' Mr, 
Rosmore called from the bridle-path under 
the windows. " Do you think I might take 
the boy on my saddle-bow? I'm going to 
the mines." 

Something gripped my heart. Take this 
boy, this baby not six months old, on a trot- 
ting horse over a mountain trail — to mines? 

I found myself staring into the man's 
face, elemental distrust in the male's faith- 
fulness to his young moving me. Then, 
catching at my composure, I called Hilda 
to prepare the baby for the journey. I had 
to call her twice before she heard. My voice 
was scarcely audible. 

David Rosmore laughed aloud, leaping 
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from his horse. It was plain enough that 
he wanted to throw his cap in air and shout 
like a boy. It seemed necessary to remind 
him that his son had to be fed every two 
hours, as I gave him the little hamper of 
milk-bottles that Hilda had prepared. And 
although I refrained from cautioning him 
not to drop the little fellow, I did suggest 
that he would probably get home with him 
before dark. 

" Oh, yes," he cried, " and you can think 
of hiTTi as cuddled in the hollow of my arm." 

I was putting on the little shoes. Mr. 
Rosmore bent over to help. He tied the 
ribbons into prim bows. I could have done 
it more quickly, although my hands were 
trembling. 

" Come on, Ted, come on, old man," cried 
the father hardly waiting until I had fast- 
ened on the little cloak. 

" Ted! " That was what he had already 
done with the name Theodore. "Ted." 
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It made him the mountain-man's stirrup- 
mate. And so — I loosed him and let him 

go. 

I do not know what mothers do when a 
baby is given into other hands even for a 
season. I was a Rachel all that afternoon. 

Mrs. Rosmore's case was assuming pe- 
culiar phases. Her limbs appeared quite 
helpless. But from the expresision of her 
eyes it was evident that a mischievous alien 
spirit occupied her lovely form. 

She did not suffer. The subconscious 
mind i)erformed its functions, keeping the 
heart and pulse alert. But the Broca con- 
volution was sealed. Nothing was received, 
nothing given out from the brain. She had 
not recognized her husband or noticed the 
child. But the luminous eyes nearly hidden 
by the heavily fringed lids darted about 
under their coverts, and we were continually 
waiting for her to regain awareness of 
things. The good gray doctor was a wor- 
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ried man. But he tried to believe that all 
would be well. 

I went down to her room as soon as the 
beat of hoofs died away on the air. " Othel- 
lo's occupation was no more." The baby 
was in the bend of another arm. 

I found her smiling. Her face upturned, 
her hair covering her pillows like a fleece of 
gold. She did not observe me. But a prism 
of the chandelier threw a shattered sunbeam 
on the wall, and Mrs. Rosmore saw it and 
laughed. 

It seemed like a good sign, although it 
would be diflScult to describe the eerie laugh- 
ter. But it was natural to suppose that she 
was beginning to notice things. I could 
hardly wait for the doctor to come. Gk)od 
news is hard to keep. But Hilda was not 
impressed. 

" She likes the hght," she said. " I al- 
ways notice that she watches the candles 
when they are burning.'* 
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Mrs. Rosmore's maid came in with a fresh 
muslin robe. But wishing to test what I 
believed to be the newly awakened interest 
of our patient in shining things, I went to 
her wardrobe and selected a negligee of 
white chiffon embroidered with brilliants. 
This I hung over a chair where it would 
catch the sun's rays while I bathed and 
reclothed her. We hoped that it might at- 
tract her attention. But she went to sleep 
hypnotized by the prism and remained in 
quiet slumber while we dressed and ar- 
ranged the bed. 

Doctor Worden arrived by the time we 
had completed our task, and with him came 
a couple of specialists from the East, for 
whom he had thought best to telegraph ten 
days before. Two poised, confident New 
Yorkers. Alienists who name a devil but 
cannot cast it out. 

" I wish to include Miss Allen in our con- 
ference,'' Doctor Worden said as he intro- 
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duced me, " for I believe, gentlemen, that 
when we shall have had om* say, the case will 
rest in her hands." 

I did not know what he meant. Indeed 
I found it diflScult to concentrate upon what 
was being said. I was wondering if David 
Rosmore would be careful about supporting 
the baby's back. But I led the way into 
Mrs. Rosmore's room. 

I heard the visitors' low exclamations of 
wonder. It must have seemed to them like 
entering the presence of a goddess. 

The previous week we had replaced the 
mahogany furnitm*e and heavy silk hang- 
ings with forms and colors more in accord- 
ance with the delicate beauty of the occu- 
pant of the room. 

Hilda placed chairs about the bed and 
went out. We sat, as in an amphitheater, 
gazing upon an inscrutable mystery. Doc- 
tor Worden mopped his face with his hand- 
kerchief. He was nervous in the presence 
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of these experts. But not humble. There 
was as much medical science on the Pacific 
Coast as the East could muster. I thought, 
privately, that he knew vastly more about 
the case than they could possibly be aware 
of. 

But they applied their tests and put their 
questions, and we each recounted features 
of the case. The physician went somewhat 
into Mrs. Rosmore's family history. The 
more we talked, the greater became the 
gravity on the visitors' faces, and just as 
they were about to go the patient half- 
unclosed her eyes and her gaze returned to 
the still brilliant sun- jewel dancing on the 
wall. 

They went out with the doctor. I heard 
them give her malady a name. Doctor 
Worden came back alone. 

" I'll go in and have a look at the boy," 
he said, and followed me straight into the 
nursery and to the empty crib. 
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"Where have you put him?*' he de- 
manded. " Where's the baby? " 

" He's gone for a horseback ridel '' I re- 
plied, and nearly wept. He whooped with 
glee. 

" It'll do 'em good," he said, " man and 
child, by thunder 1 By the way, Jan, how 
are things going at the Hospital? " 

" I have been waiting for the verdict of 
the wise men from the East," I answered. 
"But now that they have been here and 
told us all they did not know, I must go back 
to my work." 

He mopped his brow with his white hand- 
kerchief. It was always his truce-signal to 
perplexity. 

" Jan," he snapped, " come into the gar- 
den with me. I've something to say to you." 

"If I didn't know Mrs. Worden," I 
laughed, following him down the steps, " I 
should think this was going to be a pro- 
posal." 
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" It will amount to that, in a way. I am 
going to ask the same sacrifices that a suitor 
would require of you.** 

"Doctorl" 

" Yes. Let's sit over there in the shade. 
There's a French settee iinder that hump- 
backed Pan. We have got to look this sit- 
uation squarely in the face.'* 

I sat in the seat imder the statue, but he 
remained standing. I saw that he was 
greatly troubled. He scanned the imposing 
place with its pretentious towers and gar- 
dened hill, then his sad glance returned to 
meet mine: 

" Girl," he said. " There is something 
needed here that money cannot buy." 

Of course he meant love. I nodded. 

" You heard what Doctor Watson said? " 

" When she laughed at the light the prism 
threw upon the wall? He said ^ pyrolatry/ 
That means * fire-worship,' doesn't it? " 

"Yes. Those old Greeks knew more 
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about obsessions than we do. To be absent 
from the body was to be present with the 
gods. But the ancients recognized and 
named the spirit that sublet the temple of 
flesh while the rightful owner was away in 
such good company." 

''Doctor John, you are a bewildering 
pagan. What do you mean? ** 

"I am not original," he said. "But it 
seems perfectly reasonable to suppose that 
the real self of Mrs. Rosmore is absent, and 
that one of the elemental spirits now occu- 
pies her body. It may be the spirit of fire, 
or it may be the spirit of water, or air. 
Whatever it is, it may vacate suddenly. 
The mother may come back to the boy." 

How many garments of words there are 
for the same thoughts! 

I told Doctor Worden about Kathleen's 
quaint phrasing of the metaphysics: 

" She is among the strajdng women shep- 
herded by the mother of our Lord." 
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He listened, his good brown eyes growing 
dim. Then he took off his glasses and wiped 
them vigorously with the corner of his hand- 
kerchief. 

"Well, to come to the point," he said. 
" Just now this matter is up to you. Ros- 
more believes that you are a si)ecially ap- 
pointed angel of Providence to insure de- 
voted and intelligent care to his wife and 
son. You cannot do that if you leave this 
house. Now put your ambition in the scales 
and balance it with this job. He will make 
any terms." 

" Impossible! " I cried. " He must real- 
ize that she may never get well." 

" He cannot bring himself to any such 
belief. And who knows? She may be sent 
back from that flock on the invisible moun- 
tains to her own little lamb. She may be. 
I cannot tell. Nor can Doctor Watson or 
his colleague. Doctor Smart." He sighed 
and looked at his watch. " But now don't 
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keep me here while you think up and 
enumerate your objections. I know all 
about 'em. And life is short. What are 
you going to decide, Jan? . . . Your father 
and I slept under the stars together and 
drank from the same canteen. When he 
saw a thing to do, he did it! ^^ 

The doctor sat down beside me. I had 
heard other tales of that dashing, slashing 
soldier-father of mine. 

" And when he saw a head to hit, he hit 
it,*' was my daughterly addenda. "But 
don't befuddle me with eloquence. Doctor 
John. Give me time. I can't lay aside my 
profession all in a minute; although you 
probably know me well enough to be sure 
that I will do so in the end. But let me 
make some dignified pretense about the im- 
portance of my life-work. You would make 
an awful fuss about yours I " 

" But you are a woman." 

" ' And therefore to be won,' of course." 
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" Well," he hedged, " I mean that this 
will be all woman's work, indoors.*' 

" I suppose you do not remember that I 
was in the hottest fighting at Peking? " I 
said, indignantly. " If I had kept indoors 
then, more soldier boys would have died." 

He got up wearily. 

" I know, Janey, I knowl But the baby 
needs you so." 

I heard the sound of horse's hoofs on the 
hard road. As we walked up from the gar- 
den David Rosmore galloped into the drive, 
a white bundle in the hollow of his right arm. 
I held out my hands as he stopped. 

" Give him to me," I cried, almost fiercely. 
And then the drowsy, rosy thing was in my 
arms. 

Mr. Rosmore dismounted, and the doctor 
walked with him as he led his horse back to 
the stables, telling him, I knew with all con- 
sideration, the result of the conference of 
the specialists. 
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But I carried the boy upstairs. 

Hilda, who was on watch in Mrs. Ros- 
more's apartment, awakened from a short 
nap, that night, to find the lace window- 
curtains ablaze. 

Her screams brought the lodge-keeper, 
who happened to be awake, and he came 
up over the balcony and tore down the dra- 
peries before serious damage was done. 
Mrs. Rosmore was greatly excited by the 
fire. But we quieted her as soon as the 
flames were subdued. The origin of the 
blaze was a mystery to all. But in the morn- 
ing I discovered a scorched frill of lace on 
the sleeve of Mrs. Rosmore's nightgown. 

This was the meaning of her love of light! 

She had imdoubtedly slipped out of bed, 
applied the candle to the curtain, and then 
resumed her place. I knew that I must tell 
Doctor Worden without delay. 

He usually walked from his place to the 
Hall; the exercise was a stem part of his 
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battle with fat. But in answer to my tele- 
phone message he came in his motor-car, and 
went at once to Mr. Rosmore*s study. 

I took Tirzah and went for a canter. 
There is nothing like a horse for outrunning 
trouble. 

A swift ride, a far ride over the mountain-side. 

Through storm's wrath, through wind's wrath. 

Gaining the upward path. 

And the little thing3 that fret and grieve 

Down in the valley below I leave 

While up to the heights I ride. 

Doctor Worden was waiting for me when 
I rode back to the Hall. I jumped down 
and Tirzah pranced and curvetted grace- 
fully for a moment before Biui;on coaxed 
her back to the box-stall. 

" Isn't she beautiful? " I asked. 

" You are your father's own girl," re- 
plied the doctor, smiling. " He would have 
stopped to admire a horse at his own fu- 
neral.'' 

The phrase seemed significant. 
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" Is this mine? " I inquired. 

" Well, you are going to be buried in this 
house, for all I can see/' he answered. 
" Rosmore has a notion that a German spe- 
cialist he has heard of may help the baby's 
mother. He is going to start to New York 
with her as soon as preparations can be made 
and sail on the first steamer. I advised him 
to take Hilda; she is an excellent nurse. 
And he begs that you will remain here, 
taking full charge of the boy and the estate." 

We were no longer on debatable ground. 

"Who was it that said, 'man is master 
of his own destiny '? " I asked. 

"Epictetus, a slave," replied my old 
friend, grimly. 

David Rosmore came out of the door. 
His face was pale. But he smiled when he 
saw me in my riding-habit. 

" Miss Allen," he said, " I am going to 
take it for granted that you will stand by 
us now. And I am going to leave in your 
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hands my two great treasures: the boy and 
the brown mare/' He laughed, but turned 
abruptly away. 

I went in, leaving the two men together. 
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CHAPTER V 

"jakie" 

Any unmarried woman who finds time 
hanging heavily on her hands should take 
a house and bring up a baby. 

Nearly all of the first year that I spent 
with Theodore at Rosmore Hall was occu- 
pied in burying out of sight and remem- 
brance most of the theories I had been fos- 
tering concerning child-culture. 

I learned, among many other things, that 
a baby is not a Irmip of putty or even pot- 
ter's clay. He is the glazier, setting win- 
dows in the house of life where he wills: he 
is the potter choosing his own design and 
form. 

The boy I had in charge was fitted by 
nature to impress these truths upon me. 

He was mettled and quick to shy, but 

70 
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affectionate and amenable. I respected him 
as I do any real thoroughbred, horse or man. 
And the confidence that was established be- 
tween us the first day was never so much 
as strained. I taught him of the things that 
the years had yielded me. He gave me, in 
turn, of the intangible cargo that he had 
brought in his merchant-ship from afar. 

And so four years scurried by before we 
could get a chance to put salt on their tails. 
He was a splendid big boy when the fourth 
April found him. A ram. A headlong fel- 
low. Butting as became one of the flock 
of Aries. But not bleating. Heaven be 
praised I 

I had been a good friend to him in most 
things. But in one essential I had failed. 
I had not cut his hair. I could not bring 
myself to shear his dark mane above the top 
rim of his well-shaped ears. I knew I was 
a coward. 

" If the b'y onct notices ut," cautioned 
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Mr. Featherlip, " he'll go to the barber's an' 
come home the man that he is. There's no 
little-prinee-in-th'-tower business about him! 
Cut th' b'y's hair, Miss Allen. Do, now. 
Cut ut before somebody jokes him, an' gives 
him a grudge fer youl " 

A man's judgment is certainly best about 
many things. I promised. 

But the lad was a picture with his heavy 
locks cut in the fashion Van Dyck loved to 
paint. He was upstanding and his features 
indicated coming strength. His eyes were 
blue and his color radiant. Altogether, Ros- 
more Junior was a very handsome and pre- 
sentable boy. 

We came up over the hill one morning 
at a fair pace to the jingling accompaniment 
of imtimely sleigh-bells that were a part of 
my equipment. For I was a Shetland pony, 
tawny-maned, and now somewhat tired. 

" Diddup! " he shouted. He was not one 
of those modem marvels who speak perfect 
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English at four. I loved his absurd baby- 
talk. 

" Here's a green pasture/' I cried. " Let 
us stop and crop dandelions! " 

He agreed, and fetched me a dented blade 
and its golden blossom, requiring of me a 
whinny. 

I shook my head and shrilled, the bitter 
leaf in my teeth, and was encored. 

The chromatic scale, representing the 
neigh of a horse, is somewhat difficult to 
accomplish. It rasped my throat, and I 
tried to beg off. 

" Des' once aden," he urged. And I was 
in the middle of the ridiculous performance 
when a man loomed over the hilltop. 

I stopped the whinny on '^ fa '' and bent 
forward, greatly startled. 

"Who's dat in our darden?" demanded 
Ted, resentfully. 

But I caught him by the arm. 

" Rim to him, run to him, Theodore Ros- 
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more," I whispered, breathlessly. " It's 
your father 1 " 

But he drew back, hiding in my gown and 
impeding my progress as I hastened with 
my welcoming. 

" And so," said the tall man, taking my 
hand in his warm grasp, " I find you, as I 
left you, with my boy! " 

And that was all he had for me. His face 
flamed with emotion. 

Then, with the greatest difficulty, I un- 
tangled Ted from my skirt and pushed and 
pulled him over to his stranger-father. But 
when he had once looked up into David 
Rosmore's eyes he went into his arms. He 
could not have helped it. 

" My boy. My big, big son," the father 
said in a throaty whisper, mimnuring over 
the little chap in inarticulate tenderness. I 
saw his tears upon the boy's hair and was 
suddenly glad, after all, that I had not sac- 
rificed that glory. 
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" Oh, Miss Allen," he said, " I have been 
away from him four years I " 

That was no news to me. But I did not 
make him talk. I took myself down the 
path and gazed away over the harbor. By 
the time I turned back they were well ac- 
quainted, and sitting, cheek to cheek, imder 
a redwood-tree. 

Mr. Rosmore seemed, as I observed him 
from a distance, sterner, older, and more 
strong. But his face was vivid enough as 
he talked with his son. I was glad to see 
that they conversed as man to man, without 
either humility or patronage. 

" What makes my muwer sick? " I heard 
Teddy ask as I approached. And the mian 
made answer. 

"You are going to make her well, old 
fellow. When she sees what a man she has 
here she will want to get right up and walk 
with him." 

It was a satisfaction to see that he thought 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



76 THE SUPPLANTER 

Theodore looked well. There was not a 
more athletic boy in all California. I had 
taught him to swing from my fingers when 
he was three months old. And now, at four 
years, he could swim and ride, and shoot 
with an arrow like a little Navajo. I saw 
his father glance at the beautiful, straight 
legs and laughed: 

" No bow-legs after all, are there? " I 
said as I came up. Adding, " I heard you 
say that Mrs. Rosmore is better. I am so 
glad I I fancied your last letters were a 
trifle less hopeful.'* 

Hope had had her entrances and exits 
many times dm-ing the four years the Ros- 
mores had been abroad. He had taken his 
wife to one famous Spa after another, now 
with com-age, now with despairing. The 
sudden return home seemed happily signifi- 
cant. 

But with the boy riding his neck as a 
Pleiad rides on the neck of the bull of 
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heaven, Rosmore was starting off down the 
hill on a foolish trot, and did not answer. I 
supposed that he did not hear me. 

" Come on, Jakie," shouted the child to 
me, over his father's shoulder, " come on to 
de house an' see Muwer! *' 

Mr. Rosmore stopped and looked back. 
For be sure I was following. 

'* What did he call you? " he inquired. 

" She's Jakie. My Jakie/' said Theo- 
dore, possessively. Rosmore roared. 

" I hope you do not cafe,'* he said. 
" How did he come to do it? " 

" He coined the name out of Jan or Janet 
when he was quite little," I explained. " I 
assure you I quite rejoice in it." 

"Well, I guess it's no more than fair," 
he said, genially. "You named him and 
now he has named you. But his name, you 
told me, means *the gift of God.' Have 
you figured out any meaning for * Jakie '? " 

" It's Jacob, the Supplanter, you know," 
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I answered. And suddenly the words 
sounded strange to me. We walked along 
in an odd silence. The man and his super- 
man in advance. Then we saw the place 
ahove the trees. And the master of it all 
turned and waved his hand. 

" Good work has been done there! 
Mighty good work. I have only glanced 
at it, so far. But the architect-in-chief has 
my heartiest thanks." 

It was a fair sight, that simplified coun- 
try house in the grove of glorious redwoods. 
And it was my work. 

I had felt a keen desire to have Theodore's 
first impressions based upon good lines and 
principles, and after some hesitancy I con- 
sulted with Doctor Worden, and, upon his 
advice wrote to Mr. Rosmore for permission 
to remodel the house. I gave my reasons, 
and received carte-blanche by cable. 

He wrote that my letter had opened a 
new and delightful field of study to him. 
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He wanted the boy to start right. He could 
make him a rich man; but he needed my 
help in the many things that go to the ma- 
king of a cultivated gentleman. 

Thus started the work that was now, after 
three years, neariy complete, of potting this 
rare Rosmore tree in suitable soil. The 
house and grounds were dignified to a grat- 
ifying degree. The boy had taken root here 
and would grow into loftiness and power. 

Mr. Rosmore had also directed me to buy 
pictures and bronzes as I willed, and I found 
myself in a position, unique and gratifying, 
to become a patron, once removed, of art. 

I had more than an amateur's knowledge 
of pictures, and he permitted me to advise 
him concerning such purchases as he made 
abroad, sending descriptions, sometimes cop- 
ies, of the works under consideration. Then 
I asked him to let me forward some little 
yolrmies that I had thumbed for a number 
of years on the history of rugs. And that 
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was the beginning of his interest in the arts 
of the ancient weavers. An interest which 
later led him to China, and made him adven- 
ture to the secret looms of Thibet, where 
he paid for some carpets of blue and ivory 
— that were as soft as the breasts of pigeons 
and as old as Gautama — enough American 
gold to regild the walls of a temple. 

The house, to which he was now journey- 
ing with Theodore pickaback, was indeed 
more beautiful than when he had last beheld 
it. I wondered, as I went slowly along the 
narrow lane some distance behind the two, 
if Mrs. Rosmore would like it. I so hoped 
that the gold and ivory mother would be 
pleased with what I had done. 

I had never lost sight of her type of 
beauty while I worked over its proper set- 
ting. They had not expected to return for 
months. But the place was in fair shape 
for inspection. I try not to leave loose ends 
Ijdng around — in mental or material things. 
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I hastened. I did want to see the owner's 
face when he should come upon the stair- 
way! 

The gardened hill had a path to the house 
through an avenue of rose-trees now, obli- 
gingly, in flower. Fragrance filled the air 
from a thousand bowls of bloom. The 
man's sleeve brushed dew from the startled 
leaves. He was taking a little child to its 
mother. 

I fell back, abashed, when I saw his rush- 
mg haste. There would be a scene upon 
which I might not enter. 

My heart beat fast. 

A branch fell across my way. Every- 
thing barred me. I stopped and lifted the 
bough, retwining on the trellis each loosened 
spiral. The light blared around, and I crept 
into the dusky tea-house near the drive. 

Jacobj the Supplanter! 

The words that I had spoken so thought- 
lessly returned with a shock to my mind. 
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Four years that child had lain upon my 
heart. Now he was gone. His mother had 
come to claim him. It was as it should be. 

I had kept her continually in his mind: 
his mother, beloved and beautiful. I had 
taught him the old, old mother-legendry. 
... I was just ^' J aide" a paid nurse. 'Sot 
the supplanter, now, but the supplanted. 

I was seized with an ague that I could 
not name. But it was hard! 

How long I sat there I could not tell. I 
saw the windows gleam, and felt the stir and 
motion of the life within. But there was 
no need of me at the Hall. 

One of the Dutch masters painted a 
woman sitting beside a chest of baby-clothes. 
She was holding a tiny shoe in her hand. 
I was such another woman, sitting in that 
fragrant place with empty hands. But I 
should follow the wanderings of these little 
shoes with my listening heart. 

I went over all his days from his first steps. 
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He had had just the ordinary, well-cared- 
for child's existence. He was no prodigy. 
But he was a fine boy. He would do credit 
to his position. If the first impressions that 
are made upon the plastic mind of the child 
are. the impressions that remain, David Ros- 
more's boy had started well. 

Hours passed. The soft evening fell. A 
moonflower opened and a breeze came up 
and swayed the vine against my cheek. I 
started with a cry. I thought, for one wild 
moment, it was Teddy's hand. He often 
touched my face at night. Then I sank 
back among the shadows. I was very faint 
of heart. 

" To-morrow," I said, " I will go away." 

'^ JaMel'^ It was Teddy's voice in a 
shrill scream. 

I never knew how I got to the porch. 
But just as my foot touched the step my 
boy leaped through the window with his hair 
on fire. I saw his white face in a ring of 
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flame. Then it was smothered against my 
breast. My hands beat upon and covered it, 
imtil we could reach the fountain playing 
at the door. 

Then, half -mad with anguish, I strained 
him, safe, to my bosom, and, heedless of my 
bums, ran back beneath the rose-trees, 
crashed through the jasmine hedges, sped 
over the brow of the gardened hill and across 
the rustic bridge to the glen! 

It was an hour before David Rosmore, 
white as the dead, found us there. It was 
night and great stars rode in the purple 
heavens. The boy, his terrors stilled, was 
sleeping in my arms. From my crouching 
place, imder the sequoia, I met the man's 
look with the eyes of a leopardess about to 
spring. 

"GodI" he cried, as men will ever cry 
in the soul's extremity. 

He flung himself headlong upon the dew- 
wet sward. I heard the bitterest sound a 
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woman ever has to hear, a strong man's tear- 
ing sobs of agony. His head was so near 
that his black hair touched my shoe. But I 
sat still with the child's despoiled head upon 
my bosom. 

So the tempest passed. Then the man 
rose to his feet, white but calm. 

" You see," he said, sadly, " my last hope 
goes with this." 

He bent over, peering through the dark- 
ness, and lifted a little hand to his lips; then 
laid it back, ever so gently. Teddy did not 
stir, 

"Why does he sleep so soimdly?" he 
asked, sudden alarm shaking his voice. 

"He is all right," I managed to say. 
" All right. Let him rest, please. I have 
just quieted him." I tried to speak calmly. 
" Do not be troubled." 

" God bless you." Those were the first 
personal words he ever spoke to me. Then 
he burst out with: 
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"Miss Allen, will you guard Theodore 
from — from the possibility of such a thing 
occiuring again? " 

"I — will guard him." 

It sounded cold. But it was an oath upon 
the Altar of the Lord. 

He went on, with an evident eflfort: 

" Mrs. Rosmore has had a violent seizure 
— as you know. She will have to be closely 
attended. I could not leave her — even for 
him." 

My arms tightened aroimd the little fig- 
ure. 

" You will continue to keep her here — 
at home? " I asked the question, but I was 
almost certain of his answer; I was not dis- 
appointed: 

" I shall keep her here, at home." 

There was silence between us. But the 
night-world was full of voices. I heard the 
stream, and the feet of the wind on the 
mountain. Then he said quietly: 
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" This is her home. Built and prepared 
for her when she came bringing me all she 
had, as women do when they give themselves 
in marriage." 

He fomid it difficult to say more. We 
were in white moonlight now. I saw that 
his glance rested on Teddy. 

" I have been advised, for many reasons, 
to have her confined in an institution," he 
went on, " but I do not see it in that way. 
I shall not leave her or permit her to be 
taken away from me." 

He stooped to pick up his hat from the 
ground and then said: 

" I need not assure you. Miss Allen, that 
all possible precaution will be taken to in- 
sure yoiu* comfort and safety. I may coimt 
on your remaining, may I not? " 

I merely looked at him. Words were 
unnecessary. Broken parts of Scriptural 
texts floated through my mind: 

" Shall a mother forsake her suckling 
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child; " " An I forget thee, Oh, Jerusalem, 
may my right hand forget its cunning," and 
others, equally inappropriate. But he only 
said: 

" Thank you, Miss Allen," and tiu-ned 
away. 

I saw his tall form droop wearily as he 
went over the bridge. The beat of his foot- 
steps on the boards was but a slow tattoo. 
It seemed long before he turned into the 
avenue of rose-trees that led to the door of 
the house. 

Then Teddy's eyes, deep and mysterious 
with sleep, flew open and gazed into mine. 

I had met that same look before. 

And the compact that had been made, 
with a glance, between us, was, with a 
glance, renewed. 

I sprang to my feet with him in my arms 
and he laughed. 

"Let's run for it, Man alive," I chal- 
lenged. But Burton was coming for us with 
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the donkey cart. We heard wheels on the 
bridge. 

I had not thought of my hands, nor did 
I until I was back in my own rooms. Then 
I saw that they were blistered and I felt 
much pain. 
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THE NOETH TOWEE 

Doctor Worden had been smoking 
"vast tobacco," as Carlyle said of Tenny- 
son, in the library. I saw the books in their 
low cases through a blue haze, A drifting 
wreath of smoke settled on a bust of Caesar, 
flaunting the only joy that he had missed. 
But I coughed and opened a window. 

"Well, Janey?" He had sent for me, 
intimating conference, but intending com- 
mand. 

" Well, Doctor John? " I replied. 

" It's a damn shame, dear. But I reckon 
you are in for it." 

" I reckon I am." 

" But, good heavens, Jan, you saved the 
boy! You ought to be thankful for that! " 

90 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



THE NORTH TOWER 91 

I turned around and looked my old 
friend straight in the eyes. And he said, 
brokenly: 

" Ah, my girl, I know, I know. Forgive 
me. But I feel responsible for cooping you 
up here for the rest of your natural life. If 
I had not bullied you into stajring with the 
Rosmores, you would have been married and 
away with kids of your own by this time. 
It's a cussed sacrifice! " 

I laughed and crossed the room to rub 
out a wrinkle between his eyes. 

"No, it isn%'' I said. "Theodore is 
worth more than careers and conjugalities. 
I have been making a great pretense that 
I wanted to get away. But, doctor, I ago- 
nized in the garden that night, a month ago, 
and I learned that physical motherhood is 
not the only maternity." 

" Youll get all the mothers in Israel in 
yom* curly wig if you talk like that," he said. 
" But I can get at what you mean. You 
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think the love you have for the little boy 
is going to satisfy you/* 

" It does," I interrupted, warmly, 

" It does — but it will not, always." He 
smoked fimously. Then: 

"Why should you consider yourself im- 
mune from the mating passion of htraianity? 
It is not the child alone. It is the child's 
father that the heart of woman desires. 
And this desire is not of the flesh, which is 
merely an expression, but of the spirit. 
You, Jan, are the complement, the com- 
pletementj of another half-person. Natiu-e 
found it temporarily expedient to separate 
the male-female imit into two parts. But 
the separation does not endm^e. Orpheus is 
forever seeking Eurydice." 

" You know where he found her," I quiv- 
ered, trying to cover my emotion with a jest. 
But he was not amused: 

** It will be a great pity, Jan, a breaking 
of the law of perfection, if you, in your 
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superb beauty, do not meet your equally 
superb mate." 

" I am thirty-four," I replied, with the 
frankness of the professional woman, " and 
I suspect that the mate-missing has already 
been accomplished. No one seems to come 
a-wooing me." 

" You have been absorbed in Theodore." 
He seemed disposed to resent the fact, 
frowning over it heavily. Then he smiled. 
"But there is time enough. The primal 
attraction of Lilith seems to be your in- 
heritance if one can judge anything by the 
Pre-Raphaelites." 

" Doctor," I coaxed, " come out under 
the pepper-trees and praise me. I want to 
hear how I look — in masculine speech." 

He rose gallantly, although the library 
was cool enough to tempt him to keep its 
shelter on this hot morning. 

Then he stooped and felt the carpet with 
a speculative forefinger. 
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" I had a sensation of foot-comfort and 
eye-pleasure," he said, rising, "but other- 
wise I should not have known that a carpet 
was on the floor." 

That was the greatest compliment I ever 
had in my efforts to subdue all fimiishings 
into a harmonious whole. 

The rug we stood on had been the treasiu^e 
of a Persian temple for a thousand years, 
touched by the unshod feet of worshippers, 
darkened by the smoke of incense. I 
glanced back as we went through the long 
window on our way to the pepper-trees. 

Book shelves lined the room, and I seemed 
to see luminous thought-forms of twice ten 
centuries moving across the carpet like the 
figures on a tapestry. 

Then I went out with the dear, fat doctor, 
who had not yet revealed what he had come 
to say to me. 

" In the first place, Jan," he said, as we 
took ourselves over the short, cool grass to 
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the shadow of the park, " you are tall — a 
daughter of the gods, and all that sort of 
thing. The long-necked, large-eyed, slen- 
der Rossetti type that does not lose, even 
at thirty-four, the divine line from garment 
hem to shoulder, • • ." He stopped and 
exclaimed irritably: 

" Thank God you are hidden by that 
beastly costume, and so far nobody has dis- 
covered that you are a beautiful woman!" 

" I am sure nobody knows it," I laughed. 
" But go on. I like exceeding well what 
you so well do say! " 

But he touched my hair with his big hand, 
tenderly. 

" I remember when you wore it in pig- 
tails. It was red then, and it's red now. 
Living copper red. I should call it your 
best feature. But then it is hair that en- 
meshes men. It has always been so. Had 
it not been for Helen's scented tresses there 
would have been no war in Troy. And IVe 
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no doubt that you have Helen beaten by a 
mile — " 

" I'll let you oflF," I cried, gaUy. " Like 
Mr. Peggotty, ' you can't say no more nor 
that!'" 

What an uplift there is in praise! I 
walked along with my old friend in pleasant 
silence. He put his hands behind his back 
and swung his gray-maned head, and I 
knew that he was thinking deeply, but not 
of me. Having sprinkled my cobwebs with 
glory, and having fluted flattery into my 
eager ears, he was considering more impor- 
tant things. 

I wonder what stern creed eliminated flat- 
tery from its books. The rebel angels 
robbed the coflFers of heaven before they 
leaped the wall. But they must have left 
praise; paradise could not have gone on 
without it. 

Doctor John's words put a flame in my 
cheek and the pulse of rhyme in my feet. 
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He turned to me, as we entered the mag- 
nolia path, with his whimsy smile. 

" I think I omitted mention of your eyes, 
Janey," he joked, " hut now that you have 
lighted the lamp behind them I may observe 
that they are almost too beautiful to be seen 
by mortal ^an. In fact — *' He paused, 
and was about to change the subject. But 
I recalled an incident of the morning. 

I had met Mr, Rosmore and Ted coming 
in from a gallop. Both were booted and 
spurred. Both were in khaki, Mr. Ros- 
more was immensely pleased about Teddy's 
ability to stick on a horse. He seemed to 
regard the little chap's horsemanship with 
a surprising amount of enthusiasm. 

"He will be taking fences in the next 
cross-country," he said; but Ted broke in: 

" I tan take 'em now — ittle ones. Jakie 
taught me." 

" Great Scott! " There was no mistaking 
his jubilant delight. " Can he really? " 
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He turned to me to confirm the small man's 
boasting, 

I nodded. It was such fun to see his face, 
— my labors as a riding-master were well 
rewarded. Then Mr. Rosmore added awk- 
wardly: 

" Ted, how can we thank this good, kind 
friend for all she has done for us? " 

" Div her a tiss," suggested the distribu- 
tor of awards. But we evaded that penalty 
rather hurriedly. 

" You will always remember, won't you? " 
David Rosmore went on, " how she has kept 
her kind blue eyes on you and saved you 
from all kinds of scrapes.*' 

I condensed this account for the doctor, 
and he roared. 

" Blue eyes! " he shouted. " Rosmore's a 
bat! I did not dream that there was a man 
in California who could not see at a glance 
that yom* eyes are as brown as the deep, 
shadowy pools in the pine country." 
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" Teddy said," I went on, tremendously 
pleased by Doctor John's comparison, but 
hurrying by it, bashfully, " ' One day I 
burnt my turls in a tandle, and Jakie put 
out the fire, an' we ran away.' 

"Mr, Rosmore's bronze cheek turned 
white. I saw that the hand that held the 
riding-crop trembled. 

" ' Does he not know — how it happened? ' 
he asked, hoarsely, as Theodore ran up- 
stairs. 

" * Oh, no! Indeed no! ' I answered. He 
went away very abruptly. But I think he 
was glad." 

** Glad? " Doctor John took my hand and 
shook it solemnly. "Jan," he said, "he 
may not know the color of your eyes, but 
he knows the color of your soul. And that's 
white — white, by thunder! " 

I wanted to be smart and remind him that 
white is not a color. But something stuck 
in my throat. Anyway he was not in a 
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mood to talk. He snipped off the heads of 
a dozen eallas with his stick before he said, 
in his concise every-day manner: 

" I see the builders are here. Have them 
fix up the North Tower for you and the boy. 
Hilda will look after Mrs. Rosmore. She 
is used to her, and imderstands the treatment 
I have outlined for the case. Separate the 
menage as far as practicable." 

He stopped. Then, as I turned to go 
into the house, added: 

" Oh — Janet. Do this right away." 

I nodded and went on my way. I had 
known that he had something to say to me. 
But this, while very evidently the matter he 
had in mind, did not appear to me to be par- 
ticularly important. But as I turned it over 
in my mind and recalled his earnestness, I 
concluded that he was afraid to have Teddy 
in the Hall. 

It would be comparatively easy to main- 
tain a separate bijou establishment, leaving 
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the Featherlips in full charge in the main 
building. And I should be a real hausf rau 
— alone with my boy. 

I had wanted to keep house all my life, 
and here was an opportunity. 

I rather liked the idea. 

There were six available rooms in the 
tower, and a fascinating winding stair. I 
arranged to take Charlotte, who had been 
my close companion and assistant, a woman 
of sixty years, and we decided to install 
Abigail as cook. 

Nobody would dispute Abigail's right to 
her name. She was a Yankee from her 
twang to her tatting-edged petticoat. I 
often speculated upon the motives that had 
brought this trim, prim, middle-aged woman 
across the continent to California. She was 
alone. No relatives were nearer than the 
Eastern sea. And she grew sere in the over- 
rich soil; spindled as a Northern shrub spin- 
dles in tropical jungles. What ignis fatuus 
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lured her from Maine and deserted her in 
the Sierras? It could not have been ambi- 
tion. Ambition could not beckon a woman 
across a turnpike. It must have been ro- 
mance. 

Abigail said that she had not always been 
a cook, and I found no reason to doubt her 
statement. She was not one then. I later 
found it expedient to change her occupation. 
But she always grieved over having to give 
up her " real life-work." I wondered if that 
misapprehension as to the nature of one's 
talents was shared by many? 

Richelieu, red-hatted, envied the talents 
of Villon, who had had no hat at all. He 
attempted ballads in the beggar-poet's style 
to the neglect of affairs of state. I began 
to wonder if a certain surgical nurse known 
to me was getting too far away from her 
sphere in trying to reconstruct Rosmore 
HaU? 

The builders had come again on the mom- 
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ing following the arrival of the owners from 
Germany. And I had imagined that their 
work was all complete! But the great south 
wing of the house had to be changed. I 
loved the tiny, diamond-shaped windows 
there and begged that they might be left. 
But they had to be set in frames of steel. 
The whole place was, when all was done, a 
beautiful prison for the lady of white and 
gold. 

Hilda had grown quieter during her four 
years abroad. I was convinced that her 
admiration for the afflicted Mrs. Rosmore 
had deepened into affection and loyalty. It 
is nearly always the case. Great need is 
met by greater service. It is one of the beau- 
tiful things of every-day experience. But 
as the months went by I noticed in the man- 
ner of the girl a ciu-ious animosity toward 
me. I could not understand it. We had 
always been excellent friends. I had, in- 
deed, secured her the place. 
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It was a long time before I had the least 
inkling of what it was all about. 

Meanwhile in our splendid keep, the 
North Tower in the grove, Theodore and 
I were well content. 

We learned a lot of amazing things about 
the trees. In fact, the giants laid aside their 
ancient reserve and became the best of com- 
pany. 

Ted met his father at the stables every 
morning and rode with him; the compan- 
ionship was very delightful to both of them, 
I was sure. Mr. Rosmore had never been 
to see us in our tower. I was pleasantly 
occupied in cataloguing the library, a work 
I had begim before the return, and seldom 
went to the Hall. Hilda was siu-prisingly 
rude to me when I did go. I put it down 
to overstrained nerves, and, possibly, a cer- 
tain professional jealousy that all nurses are 
subject to. I was too much occupied to pay 
a great deal of attention to it. 
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Mrs. Worden, my oldest friend, was with 
me often, and I sometimes took Theodore 
over and stayed with the doctor's family for 
a week or two at a time. But I had a sense 
that the man needed his comrade. It did 
not seem right to me to deprive him of the 
boy. I gave up riding with Teddy for that 
reason, and often galloped into the hills with 
a yoimg cavalry officer. Captain Arnold 
Cair, a delightful, brisk, blond athlete, from 
Michigan, who mistook nostalgia for senti- 
ment, but was otherwise an excellent chima. 

A great many women from thirty-five to 
fifty are flattered by the persistent devotion 
of youthful men without realizing that the 
overgrown boys are just mother-hungry. 

The lads may flatter and cajole, for they 
are more often self -deceived than wilfully 
deceiving. But when they beg for kisses 
they like them on their foreheads. 

Not that Captain Cair was wooing me. 
He sometimes quoted poetry, on dull days. 
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But for the most part he tried to beat me 
at target practice. 

With the second winter came a consign- 
ment of rugs and tapestries that Mr. Ros- 
more had purchased abroad. He hardly 
knew what to do with them on account of 
the closing of the greater part of the Hall, 
as he received no visitors. And so a part 
of the treasures were sent to the North 
Tower. 

I revelled in them. They represented a 
number of consecutive periods. The weav- 
ings of an hundred Penelopes, whose themes 
were love and war. And the dyes were as 
soft as the dust of dead flowers: rose upon 
pearl and azure lost in lavender. A thou- 
sand blending into one. Time's mellowing 
upon all. 

When the tapestries were hung, and when 
the armor on the wall began to catch the 
firelight on glaive and spear-point, David 
Rosmore came. It was the first time he had 
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been to see us. His coming made a festival. 
I sat back in my chimney-comer and thrilled 
with soft content. 

Ted stood between his father's knees on 
the hearthstone, and the picture was com- 
plete. 

The man looked happy, too. Happier, I 
think, than I had seen him before. The fire- 
light danced upon his face. His eyes smiled. 
He gave himself up completely to his son. 

" Tell me stories," demanded the latter, 
** Jakie's is all used up." 

So was Jakie. Her harp of a thousand 
strings was mute. 

Mr. Rosmore laughed, and told folk-tales 
and Indian yarns. Then Teddy climbed 
upon his lap and cuddled his head against 
the coming of the sand-man. I had to ex- 
plain the signs to the man-parent. 

He had never rocked the babyl 

With compassion in my heart for him be- 
cause of this, I drew the chair to the fireside. 
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and he took it, softly, the little head sway- 
ing upon his breast. Then I extinguished 
all but a single candle, and David Rosmore 
sang his boy to sleep. 

He sang an old song. I wondered what 
recollections it brought to him. The fire- 
light revealed tears upon his cheeks; his 
voice was low: 

" * Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber. 
Holy angels guard thy bed. 
Heavenly blessings, without number. 
Gently falling on thy head.' " 

Charlotte came in and took Teddy up- 
stairs and Mr. Rosmore went away. I 
opened the mullioned window in the wall, 
after he had gone, and was surprised to see 
a man skulking around the tower. He 
dodged back among the trees when he saw 
me> as though he did not want to be ob- 
served. 

It was one of the servants, a footman. I 
turned away oddly oppressed in spirits. 
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Could it be that Mr. Rosmore was in danger 
of any kind? I asked Charlotte about it 
as I went up. But she thought the man 
might be waiting to walk home with one of 
the maids. 
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CHAPTER VII 

FRIENDS 

The Wordens had followed the old Mis- 
sion style of architecture in their buildings. 

I walked over the hills that encircled the 
Rosmore acres, and rejoiced in the red roofs 
of my friends. The orderliness and system 
of the doctor's character were projected 
here on a large scale. The house was the 
magnified man, ample, hospitable, and yet 
reserved. Ready to receive all who came 
seeking admission, but keeping certain 
chambers garnished and lavendered for the 
chosen guests. 

I descended the hill that had been browsed 
close by an Angora flock until the green was 
as light upon it as paint on an Alexander 
canvas, and took a short cut to the house. 

110 
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Doctor Worden was not at home, but Mrs. 
Worden's cool arms closed aromid me. 

The doctor's mate was the type and pat- 
tern of modem womanhood, a merry, ten- 
der, wholesome, deep-bosomed mother. She 
took an active part in the social life about 
her, and looked well to the ways of her 
household, receiving the Scriptural reward 
in full measure. The place was really a 
ranch of a thousand acres, — a ranch that 
kicked its heels in the mountains and nibbled 
the fringe of the town. 

She had it in hand from muzzle to hoof, 
and sometimes talked cattle in the vernac- 
ular. But she could lay her hand with heal- 
ing pity on a wound whether it were of body 
or soul. 

" I have come to talk Christian Science 
to Doctor John," I said, as with gossip and 
tea in mind she led me through the house 
toward the patio. 

" Then let us go out where we can face 
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the mountains," she said, wheeling me. 
" Your subject is too big for a shut-in place. 
I do not know where John went to-day. I 
think, however, that he rode over to see Belle 
Witherspoon." 

" What has happened to Belle? " I asked 
as we traversed the hall and reached the 
veranda. "Oh, how beautiful it is herel" 

The foot-hills swam in mist toward purple 
heights, an undulating sea of amethyst and 
silver, and through this ran a noisy stream 
that sprang from some far, prophet-smitten 
rock to bless the valley. 

"Yes, it is beautiful: glacier-groimd, 
lightning-blasted into perfection. The 
processes of nature are all the same. Let 
me tell you about Belle." 

She sat down, sighing thoughtfully, and 
I took the willow rocker near the veranda 
rail. 

" Belle is in much trouble. Her husband 
has deserted her." 
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" Oh I The poor girl I Did he — do any- 
thing dreadful? " 

" No. I almost wish that he had." 

"Why, Mary Wordenl" I was really 
shocked and seeing this she smiled. 

" That is the truth, Jan. We women hate 
small sins, mean peccadilloes. If we must 
fall, we want a clean sword, a big sword to 
sever the life cord. A man may precipitate 
a panic or wreck a bank and yet keep a cer- 
tain quality of respect even of the people 
he has robbed, because there is a glamor 
about daring. A big financial crime takes 
on heroic lights. But small frauds, such 
as Martin Witherspoon's, are on the scale 
of common thievery. That is why I say I 
wish he had sinned in a larger way. Then 
Belle might have kept some of her illusions. 
But everything that he has done is pitiably 
ignoble and foolish. She is ashamed because 
she made a god of such indiflFerent clay.*' 

Her voice quivered. I saw her finely 
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molded lips grow stem. She had a wide 
outlook for a home-sheltered woman. 

" Jan," she said, moving her chair nearer 
to me, "we women who take our share of 
the labor of house and field, working with 
hands and brain, as so many of us do, are 
quite apt to take a superior and critical at- 
titude toward the idle few that have been 
named parasites. The term has been ap- 
plied solely to women. But it can be used, 
with truth, to designate a vast army of men 
who live, in some way, upon women. The 
parasitic male feeds on feminine devotion 
according to his place in the social scale. 

" Go to the pawnbroker," she exclaimed, 
earnestly. But as I held out hands, sud- 
denly protesting, she laughed. " Yes, go to 
the pawnbroker, — consider his wares and 
be wise. You will find the treasures of the 
himible household, — knickknacks and pa- 
thetic bits of jewelry, lockets and watches 
and forget-me-not bracelets. The stock is 
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made up, for the most part, of women's pos- 
sessions. And yet women rarely negotiate 
the exchanges that are made tmder the sign 
of the three gilt balls. Men do that. And 
the wedding rings displayed in the pawn- 
brokers' cases furnish a sad commentary on 
domestic life." 

A soft-footed Japanese servant came up 
with a gay little tea-cart, which he deftly 
wheeled between us; then trod noiselessly 
away. 

Mrs. Worden's hands fluttered through 
the steam that rose from the kettle like a 
pair of white swallows through a cloud. 
Her eyes were sad. 

She gave me a brew from the Mikado's 
own plants in a cup of a now-forgotten 
porcelain, an exquisite low bowl: an am- 
bient pearl upon which flower-forms ap- 
peared as shadows rather than as paintings 
fired in clay. But Mary Worden was not 
thinking of her china then, nor was she 
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done with her subject. It took philippic 
form: 

" The idle woman is not an exalted intel- 
ligence/* she said. " She is an evolutionary 
form on the spiritual wheel. She is here to 
wanton through her day, but she will know 
more when she comes again, on some to- 
morrow. She is a drone, dreaming in the 
sunshine and sipping unearned dew. But 
she is not always a vampire. She has been 
dependent upon men for a good many gen- 
erations. And it will be a long time before 
even thinking women, like you and me, cease 
to admire men who can be depended on. 
But I declare that the commonest parasites 
are the men who traffic upon the physical 
or mental or spiritual or material possessions 
of women. For there are cotmtless thou- 
sands of them who live upon the labor of 
weak hands: the manual and mental out- 
put in which they have no contributing 
share. 
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"Aside from the class who have estab- 
lished homes and places in a commimity, 
there are enough people to make a nation, a 
nation of domestic grafters, and the preyed 
upon range from Bridget, washing in my 
laimdry, who goes home each night to put 
her dollar and a half into the waiting hand 
of her man, who has no steady work himself, 
to the woman joiu-nalist who takes her wage 
back to the husband who cannot keep a 
job!'' 

There was a lump in my throat. I swal- 
lowed my tea with diflBculty. Mary Wor- 
den got up impatiently and walked up and 
down. 

" Look at Belle,'* she said. I knew that 
Belle was the root of this bitter flowering 
of words. " Martin got all she had." 

"And how she gavel" I exclaimed. 
" Wishing that she had more." 

" She loved him." Mrs. Worden came 
back and poured herself a fresh cup of tea. 
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standing while she sipped it delicately. Her 
fine gray head and well-featured face were 
in eflFective silhouette against the violet- 
crowned Sierras. Her dress of cotton crepe 
fell in gray, shadow-taking folds. Her 
voice was low. A modem woman, a trained 
thinker, nobly planned in form. 

" She loved him," she repeated. 

"He was always a hypocrite," I said, 
hotly. 

" Yes," she admitted. " If we give the 
word its old Greek meaning, a * hypocrite ' 
is simply an actor. Martin was that* He 
played the lover well. So well that no one. 
Belle, least of all, suspected that it was a 
part." 

" Well, the curtain is down now," I said, 
sighing, " and Belle has the audience*s sin- 
cere but probably imwelcome sympathy." 

I had known her at school. She had had 
more heart than brain. I had thought her 
rather silly until this love made her heroic. 
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It seemed unlikely that so great a love could 
meet so mean, so pitiable an end. 

" I suppose," I said, " when this blows 
over she will take him back." 

She shook her head. 

" Like most gentle women, she is as im- 
placable as Fate. They never quarrelled 
and made up like most lovers. I think this 
separation final." 

Her way of looking at it seemed queer 
to me. But we could not talk further. The 
doctor was motoring in. 

" Here's Janey," called his wife, going to 
meet him. " She came to talk Christian 
Science with you." 

" Huh! " he growled, coming up the steps. 
" Not until I have had tea, yotmg woman; 
not until I have had tea." 

" Can I do anything for Belle? " I asked, 
as he sat down with a tremendous sigh and 
Mrs. Worden went away indoors. "If I 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



120 THE SUPPLANTER 

shall not intrude upon her grief I can go to 
her to-night." 

He looked at me steadily from the am- 
bush of his gray brows. Those brown eyes 
had grown dim with the sorrows of others. 

" Do not go," he said, slowly. " All the 
great moments of life have to be met alone. 
Nobody can help Belle now, but the God 
you are going to explain to me when I have 
finished tea drinking." He laughed toler- 
antly. Then added, " Belle is going through 
the waters now. But they will not over- 
whelm her. I am sorry for Martin, the fool- 
ish, futile fellow! This separation is di- 
vine siu-gery. Her wound will heal." He 
turned to Mary, who came out with a sil- 
ver bowl of water, and held out his hands. 
She washed and dried them, as one might a 
child's. I felt quivery around the mouth as 
I saw the naturalness of the attention. 

Here, then, was wifehood at its best: 
serving, sharing, bearing, governing. 
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" Mary always finds a way to refresh me 
when I come in tired," he said, smiling at 
his wife; " sometimes I am too lazy to go 
upstairs." 

*' Has Jan made you fresh tea? " she in- 
quired, going in with the basin. I had, and 
now handed him the cup. 

" She be Hebe! " he laughed, taking it. 
" Lemon and a clove for me. That's right. 
Thank you." 

His dogs had heard the motor and now 
they were coming from the kennels in full 
cry. He whistled and they were upon him. 
I could scarcely see him as they leaped for 
favors. It was plain that he rested among 
them as among friends. Their kind of 
clamor did not bother him. He fed them 
from a seemingly inexhaustible supply of 
biscuits. I had almost suspected legerde- 
main, but I discovered a basket under the 
tea-cart. 

" I always have the pack here at this 
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time," the doctor said. " Singlo brings bis- 
cuits for them. You ought to have hoimds 
at Rosmore. They are great philosophers 
and loyal adherents, excellent — " 

"Entomologists?" I asked, and he 
laughed, agreeing with me, and picking up 
a puppy that had fallen over his feet. 

There was a beat of hoofs on the hard, 
red road, and an extremely large man on 
an immense bay horse galloped in through 
the gate. The dogs bayed a welcome and 
the doctor cried: 

" There's the general! " going joyfully to 
meet him. 

" How are you. Bill? Dismoimt." He 
called to his Chinaman, " Hi, hi, there. Sing. 
Take the horse aroimd to the stables! " 

General Charlton swung down with the 
lightness of a yotmgster from the Academy. 

" I don't see how in thunder you do it. 
Bill," Doctor Worden said, slapping the 
soldier on his khaki-covered shoulders. 
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"You are as heavy as I am. Damme, I 
think you are heavier 1 But you are as light 
on yoiu* feet as a second-lieutenant. Come 
upl Here's Jan Allen, cutting bread and 
butter — like Werther's Charlotte.'' 

I offered my hand, but the general kissed 
me. 

"Hello, Janey, girl," he said. "How 
are things at Rosmore Hall? You have 
made that place the talk of the country! " 

The doctor looked startled. 

'' What? '^ he ejaculated. Then smiled in 
a relieved sort of way. " Oh, you mean she 
has made it a * show place? ' " 

" Bless my Stars and Stripes, I should say 
sol" cried the old warrior, as he took the 
deep willow chair with the buoyant light- 
ness of a thistle-balloon settling upon a 
cobweb. 

" Don't rise," said Mary, coming up with 
outstretched hand. But he was up and bow- 
ing over it, gallantly. The doctor sent the 
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dogs away, and then, as the breeze that pre- 
cedes the twilight came out from the canyon 
and across to us over the poppy fields, he 
said: 

" Jan wants Mrs. Rosmore to be treated 
by Christian Science." 

" Greatest thing in the world," cried the 
general with enthusiasm, slapping his knee 
and turning to beam upon me as though I 
had advanced an illuminating idea of my 
own. " A remarkable crystallization of old 
thought into new and practical form. The 
most significant religious movement in nine- 
teen centiu-ies. An applicable theology. I 
use it all the time! " 

** I did not know that you were a Chris- 
tian Scientist." Mrs. Worden had a smile 
around her eyes. But the soldier was wholly 
serious if he did talk theology with a troop- 
er*s tongue. 

" I am not what you might call a member 
of that special army corps/' he went on. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



FRIENDS 1«5 

" There is too much nonsense in creeds, 
take them all together, for me to enlist in 
any particular one. But, bless my Stars 
and Stripes! Christian Science has uncov- 
ered truth, fundamental truth. And the 
long-repressed geyser has burst forth with 
a power that is going to drench the 
world!'* 

"Do you mean that you have, yourself, 
been able to demonstrate superiority over 
disease — and all the rest of it? " asked Doc- 
tor Worden, half -quizzically. 

" Jack," said the general, " you asked me 
a few minutes ago how I managed to swing 
this huge bulk of mine aroimd so lightly. 
Well, sir, it is simply because I am wear- 
ing it these days as I wear this suit of khaki, 
and realizing that the real Me is the Spirit- 
ual Man/^ 

Doctor Worden pursed his lips. 

" I see," he said, " I see! But I am phy- 
sician as well as metaphysician. Your khaki 
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has no intelligence. But I know that there 
are httle brains all over the body that do 
certain work independent of the central, re- 
ceiving brain in the diaphragm which is, in 
its turn, under that governing consciousness 
in the head. All habits of thought are lo- 
calized. The human machine is God's ex- 
pression. I agree with all thinking men in 
that. But this expression is not a reflection, 
as of himianity mirroring the Divine face. 
Man is, rather, the solidified essence, the 
precipitate, above which is the finer, the 
more ineffable Presence. Theologians seem 
to me to miss the meaning of many things: 
' In my flesh I see God,' literally." 

"And yet this is the body of death," I 
put in. " It returns to the dust. And the 
spirit is free to come back for a new suit of 
apotheothised khaki, a^ the general sees it, 
or even to progress through many incarna- 
tions, until it acquires the garments of 
glory." 
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"The flesh is not destroyed but trans- 
muted f' corrected Doctor Worden, smiling 
at me as one smiles at a child over an 
mitranslatable theme. " Every atom lives 
again in some other form of usefulness and 
beauty." 

"You are getting very profound over 
yoiu* tea," Mary laughed. " Jan and I will 
be driven to our cups again directly. But to 
get back to what you say is the crystalli- 
zation of all this, I do not agree with Chris- 
tian Science that the beauty of these violet- 
crowned heights is delusion. The Primal 
Cause, or whatever you choose to call God, 
cannot wish us to ignore their substance. 
Don*t you see those moimtains. General 
Charlton?" 

"Plainly as I see you, Mary, and Jan 
and old Jack, here, who always could get 
me to the mat when he put on the gloves 
in an argument. And yet there is a green 
hill, and a little crooked river back in Gales- 
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burg, Michigan, that I can see just as 
clearly, right here and now! *' 

He sighed for a moment on the wishful 
track of memory. I switched him to a siding 
with the sugar-tongs. 

" How many lumps did you say, Soldier- 
man?" I questioned, holding one over his 
newly filled cup. 

" Fotu*,** he replied. 

" That's what makes you so fat," observed 
the doctor drily. " Look at me. I do not 
take sugar at all." 

There was an ancient dispute between 
them as to which was the heavier. The gen- 
eral twinkled and grinned. And then: 

"My Stars and Stripes! I nearly forgot 
what I came for. I am giving a ball in the 
officers' quarters next Tuesday evening. 
Jan, I shall expect you in your prettiest 
frock. Shall I send the ambulance or will 
you come over with the doctor and Mary? " 

He rose, and whistling a dance measiu-e. 
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caught me about the waist, swinging me 
into step with his amazing buoyancy. 

Doctor and Mrs. Worden pulled back 
the piazza chairs and supplemented the or- 
chestra. We made the length of the place 
and returned. 

"My prettiest frock," I said, laughing, 
" is a nurse*s linen. I have not been to a 
hop for years. I simply could not leave the 
little boy at bed-time. He always calls me 
to * drink him and pray him.' " 

Mrs. Worden smiled tenderly, but the 
general said: 

" Well, you break away and come to the 
hop. I'll commission Captain Cair to call 
for you. It will make him the happiest 
trooper in the whole Seventh. She must not 
stay in like an old woman, must she, John? '* 

The doctor's answer made me speechless 
with surprise: 

"Jan is likely to take the boy and go 
down to Southern California next week," 
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he said in a matter-of-fact fashion, as though 
I had quite settled upon a plan of which I 
had not even thought. 

I stared at him. But he was tremen- 
dously interested in the darkening moim- 
tains and did not meet my eyes. Then 
Carlos, the chauflFeur, came driving in the 
motor from Rosmore Hall. 

" I shall be over early to-morrow to talk 
with you about some important matters/* 
the doctor said, as, bewildered and queerly 
embarrassed, I made my farewells. " And 
we will go over that plan for Mrs. Ros- 
more." 

"Have her try Science, by all means,'* 
cried General Charlton. " It's the greatest 
thing in the world; you know the other 
name for it: Love, just love. It can't fail 
her!" 

I ran down to the car. Carlos, a nice, 
wholesome Spanish boy, saluted and opened 
the door. Then we chunked, chortled, and 
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whizzed around, leaving by the same way 
that the machine had entered the gromids. 
The driveway was, in my estimation, the 
one defect in the Worden place. From the 
gate I looked back and waved my hand. 

But slow wrath was kindling in me. De- 
layed protest ached in my throat. 

What did it mean? 

Why did I not quietly say that I would 
permit no one, not even my oldest friend, 
to bimdle me away so xmceremoniously? 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER VIII 

ANNUNCIATION 

DocTOE John came directly to the North 
Tower, quoting " Childe Roland " as he 
climbed the winding stair. But once in my 
drawing-room he abandoned Browning for 
Dickens. 

" This is a * dem, dark ' prospect," he said, 
gloomily, as he stared out of the window 
into the purplish shadows of the sugar pines, 
" and I think the sooner you get Theodore 
out of this marrow-chilling air the better.'* 

" Nonsense, Doctor," I cried gaily, " it 
is heavenly here; I love itl " But he kept 
silent. And because of that. Fear leaped 
out of Nowhere and gripped me. 

"Doctor Worden, is there anything 
wrong with Theodore? " 
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He cast a troubled glance around the 
place, then hastened to allay my anxiety. 

**Not a blessed thing 1 The boy is in 
splendid shape. I met him in the oak open- 
^g just now. He looked like a — a little 
he-dryad; bronze-brown with the air and 
sun of the finest climate on earth — that is, 
generally speaking. Not so much so at this 
season of the year. And, in fact, that brings 
us to what I was going to say to youl " 

I never knew Doctor John to floimder 
before. He was in a perfect slough of 
words, a morass of imaccustomed deceit. 
He went on: 

" You see it's this way, Janey. You are 
like a daughter to Mary and me. You know 
that, don't you? " 

He mopped his brow and seemed on the 
verge of tears. 

I faced him sternly: 

"Is this plain counsel or California 
claret?" I demanded suspiciously. "You 
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are either as tipsy as Falstaff or hiding a 
dark secret. Which is it? '' 

His laugh cleared the situation. 

" Listen, Jan," he said. " I want you to 
take Teddy down to Coronado Beach for 
the season. He is all right now; fit as a 
fiddle. But, to tell you the truth, there is 
some throat trouble among the children of 
the neighborhood. Nothing serious, you 
know* But why not avoid danger? '* 

"You are sure that you are not keeping 
something from me about Theodore? Per- 
fectly sure? " 

" Of course I'm sure," he replied uncon- 
vincingly. "But — here is that boy, now 
nearly seven years old, and he has never seen 
an ostrich 1 Take him down to San Diego. 
Hitch a bird to his wagon and let him 
see — '' 

" Stars? " I suggested. But he chuckled: 

" The handsomest bay in the world." 

"Oh, what a blessed fraud you arel" I 
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laughed, tremendously relieved. " You are 
worried about mel You think I am tired 
or need a change, or some other such fash- 
ionable nonsense; and you know I will not 
budge unless you pretend that it's all for 
the health of Teddy! Confess nowl " 

"WeU, I — look here, Jan — " But I 
laughed at him. 

" I am not going a step,'' I said. " * This 
rock shall fly from its firm base as soon as 
I.' But come, look at, rave over, interpret 
for me these marvellous tapestries! I have 
had to go over them all alone, and bottle 
up my joy in silence. I have been wearying 
for you and Mary to go with me back across 
the seas and the years. See, — " I pointed 
to a fragment, as soft as a fabric of dreams, 
that I had placed low on the black wood 
panelling. " The scarlet thread is dim with 
centuries — but it is there, a clue. Let us 
follow it — " 

" There goes Rosmore," said the doctor. 
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glancing out of the window, as the master 
of the Hall galloped by with his dogs toward 
the valley. 

We could hear the pounding of the 
Black's hoofs on the hard road. " I wonder 
what he does for company. I suppose he 
runs in to see you and the boy occasionally? '* 

"He has been here only once/' I said, 
and told him of the evening. 

" It was the first time he had ever rocked 
Teddy to sleep," I explained. " He sang 
* Hush, my dear,' to him, like a big, tender 
father-mother." 

Doctor John went abruptly over and ex- 
amined the tapestry. 

" Very nice," he said, " very nice," absent- 
mindedly. I laid violent hands upon him 
and wheeled him about. 

"What are you thinking of? "I said. "I 
should have as soon expected you to call the 
Yosemite Falls ' cunning.' " 

He chuckled, but was still preoccupied. 
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"Jan," he said, "I am troubled about 
you. Don't you think you are a trifle thin? " 

" Who, I? Why, of course not — " 

I was ahnost startled. The doctor looked 
at me gravely. 

** One never sees one's self," he observed. 

He evidently thought I looked ill. I had 
not been aware of it before, but now a sense 
of weariness crept over me. I was thin. 
Perhaps I had been failing for some time, 
and now he was breaking it to me as gently 
as he could. ... A nimiBer of things con- 
firmed my suspicions. Charlotte had looked 
at me in an odd way. Kathleen Featherlip 
had been unusually tender toward me lately; 
Seumas had been almost stem. All these 
things, and then the unprecedented manner 
in which the doctor had tried to send me to 
Southern California. 

I reviewed the matter in one all-compre- 
hending thought. 

" Doctor," I said, weakly, leaning against 
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the newell post for support, " do you think 
Mr. Rosmore would object to letting me 
take Theodore to San Diego for a little 
while? I see now, perfectly well, that you 
think I need the change. And may be I 
do. I do not feel quite like myself this 
morning." 

" Well, well, I declare! Why, I am sure 
Rosmore will consent. He wants his son 
to see something of the world. I'll tell him, 
myself. Can you go to-morrow? " 

The doctor twinkled with smiles. " Bet- 
ter the day the better the deed," he went on 
when I reminded him that the following 
would be Sunday. And so I arranged to 
start without delay, providing Mr. Rosmore 
agreed to the proposition. 

"Good." The doctor sighed. "And 
now to the other matter. I emphatically 
believe in the power of suggestion." He 
put his hand to his mouth. I almost fancied 
he was covering a laugh. But I forgot my 
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suspicion in the seriousness of the subject 
we now turned to. "You have felt, you 
say," he went on, " that other than medical 
science should be tried for Mrs. Rosmore? " 

" She seems no better," I said. " Mate- 
rial means have all failed." 

I leaned back among my cushions. 

The doctor shook his tousled gray head 
and lifted his eyes to the hills. He needed 
help. 

" Girl," he said, " Christian Science is as 
old as yonder mountains, and Nature was 
the first to tell me that I am the image and 
likeness of God. It is as true now as it was 
in the days of the Nazarene that there is only 
one Name under heaven whereby a man may 
be saved." 

He spoke reverently and for a little while 
we sat in silence. 

An impatient fir tapped the window. 

" It seems odd that a medical practitioner 
and a surgical nurse should seriously con- 
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sider turning away from established cus- 
toms/* I began to say; but he waved his 
hand, deprecatingly. 

"Why, my dear child, this is progress. 
All thoughtful physicians know that it is 
the Spirit that quickeneth. But there are 
very few persons on this plane who are able 
to make the affirmations of unity with God 
with the faith that insures healing. When 
himianity touches the garment hem of 
Christ, virtue will go out from BKm into 
the world/' 

The fir tapped at the window again. Doc- 
tor John threw wide the sash and the tree 
gave us balsam. 

** Have you arranged with any one to take 
the case?'* 

" Oh, no," I replied. " I should not do 
so without consulting you. If you approve, 
I think I shall try. Many cases of insanity 
have been cured.'* 

" I know, I know." He balanced his eye- 
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glasses on his finger as he talked. ^^And 
many have not been benefited. But we have 
not gone far enough on the Way to be able 
to claim a continual earth-life. Those who 
go out have imdoubtedly * finished their 
course ' on this plane." 

The doctor turned away from the pines 
at the casement and walked up and down 
the room as he filled his pipe. Red ash 
glowed in the bowl before he continued: 

" Jan, I am hesitating in this matter^ but 
it is not because I am skeptical. It is be- 
cause I am apprehensive of a result which 
I could not explain to the public. A com- 
plication which might, at this time, cause 
trouble and criticism for every one con- 
cerned." 

"Ohl" I thought I understood. "If 
she did not improve, you are afraid we 
should be blamed for trying the experiment? 
Surely she can come to no hurt even if she 
is not healed." 
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He halted in front of me, his pipe in hand. 

" Jan," he said, in a low tone, " I believe 
that a mischievous intelligence is occupying 
that beautiful woman-body behind the 
barred windows of the south wing. Mrs. 
Rosmore is not there. Her spirit has gone 
on. But when the Christ-word drives this 
demon out, the temple may he deserted. 
Are we prepared to let that occur? " 

For a moment I listened in bewilderment, 
my ear-dnuns beaten by his words. Then 
I caught his ann. 

" Tell me very simply what you mean," 
I begged, humbly. 

" I mean," he said, slowly, " that I have 
come to the conclusion that the mother died, 
as we express the Outgoing, when the boy 
was born." 

That was all. But to me the gray doctor 
was an Angel of Annunciation. 

I hid my face. Upon and through me 
swept a primal ecstasy, coursing with my 
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blood through every channel of sense to my 
throat and bosom. I felt my hair rise on 
my head and vibrate like an oriflanmae. 

''Then he. is my child'' I whispered. 
" Do you hear? He is my child j even as I 
have been his mother from that first deep 
glance. He came to me a willing son of 
my spirit f' 

The doctor was gazing thoughtfully out 
of the window. There was a faint, far sound 
of galloping hoofs on the red road from the 
valley. But I was alone with the raptiu'e 
of that moment. 

The man's even voice quieted me: 

" This is nothing new, Jan. Do not let 
what I have told you make any change in 
your hard-headed, soft-hearted discipline. 
And above all, do not forget that the little 
chap belongs, rather more definitely, to the 
very sorely tried man who is just now look- 
ing up at these windows as he rides through 
the grounds to the stables.*' 
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I wiped my eyes quickly and made a dash 
for the window to look out; but the doctor 
held his arm in front of me. The good, 
friendly, old aim seemed suddenly a bar of 
steel. But its owner laughed: 

"How about tea? My throat is dry. 
What do you say to letting things go on 
as they are for the present, as far as the 
invalid is concerned, and of brewing me a 
cup from this canister? " 

He lifted an old brass and ivory jar ap- 
preciatively. 

" Benares, isn't it? *' he questioned. " But 
the ivory lining is as thin as a wafer. I see 
Chinese art in that." 

I nodded. " One of our soldier boys gave 
it to me in China." 

" One of our soldier boys looted it from 
a temple, I suppose," he snapped. "But 
what is in it? " He sniflFed the leaves and 
permitted me to measure them out. Char- 
lotte came in with the rest of the service on 
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a huge brass tray. She put this on the table, 
and firelight rollicked over the metal. 

" This is jolly." Doctor John shook off 
his seriousness as a Newfoundland dog frees 
his coat of water. But some of the cold 
drops spattered on me when he said to Char- 
lotte, the plump, comely woman who moth- 
ered me in the tower rooms: 

" Miss Allen and Teddy are going to San 
Diego in the morning," and Charlotte 
shrilled: 

"Are you going away? Well, I must 
say I'm glad to hear that! How long are 
you going to stay? " 

I felt hurt. Even she wanted to get rid 
of me. But then, I reflected, I probably was 
looking a bit thin and pale. Perhaps my 
recent emotion seemed like hysteria. 

"I do not know," I replied, somewhat 
stifliy. But Doctor John said: 

" Charlotte is delighted because she knows 
that means a trip for her.'* 
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" Oh, I can't — '' began the woman, pro- 
testingly. But he brushed her aside pleas- 
antly. " That will do," he said, " you may 

Charlotte still hesitated. He gave her a 
look, oddly insistent. 

'' Shall I pack? " she asked, rather sul- 
lenly, from the doorway. 

I told her to do so. That we should leave 
on an early train in the morning. Then I 
walked down to the gates with the doc- 
tor, and after he had gone Teddy came 
leaping through the trees like a young 
faun. 

" Come on! *' he shouted. " Let's be ram- 
bullers." And we were. But all the time 
my heart murmured a new song. The tie 
between us was accounted for. 

Whenever Theodore and I took our walks 
abroad the most astonishing things hap- 
pened to us. 

This day Ted was in brown cordurojra 
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and we played hide and seek among the rus- 
set trees. One time, when he had thrown 
himself down on a mound of oak leaves, I 
nearly stumbled over his plump little body. 
I was barely able to see him against the sim- 
ilar color of the leaves. That gave us an 
idea. We wondered if the outline of his 
form could not be blended in some way into 
the background so that he might escape dis- 
covery even at quite close view. We experi- 
mented and I finally tried putting my white 
chiffon scarf between him and the heap of 
brown leaves. The effect was remarkable. 
He was as invisible as a fairy. I really had 
to peer very steadily before I could see him 
at all. We were tremendously excited over 
the discovery that birds and the other little 
furtive wood-things are given the cunning to 
elude their hunters in this way. Their col- 
ors blend perfectly with the hues of earth 
and forest. Nature surely conspires to help 
them to escape. 
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We could never catch a glimpse of a 
plover in the ploughed ground until we 
heard a dnmuning of wings, and we never 
caught a woodpecker on the birch-bole until 
he began to play taps as a last good-night 
to an anny-worm or a civilian-insect of some 
tree-dwelling order. 

We adventured into wide fields of purple- 
plmned alfalfa, only to find whole hidden 
regiments of scarlet-hooded alien bugs, and 
golden-belted pinching beetles of gigantic 
size; armored crusaders, seeking, with great 
haste, an unknown grail. 

I then told Teddy about San Diego and 
the ostriches. 

" Bully! '' he shouted. " Let's take Fav- 
ver!" Then he kicked at a tuft of rough 
brown grass that suddenly jmnped up and 
over his feet. 

"Run, Jakie," he yelled. "Let's catdi 
dat rabbit!'' 

We did our best, but lost the race. 
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Nature taught us that day. But she did 
not lend us wings. 

On the way home we met Mr. Ros- 
more. 

He swept off his hat and approached 
eagerly. The collie walking at his side 
reached up to lick his hand. The dog and 
I both saw the way the father-eyes dwelt 
on that small, smudged face. 

" You an' me and Jakie is going to buy 
some ostrich ponies/' he announced. Mr. 
Rosmore laughed, and tousled the laddie's 
head. 

" So I am included in the plan, am I? " 
he asked. "I was afraid Miss Allen was 
not going to let me go! " Then he turned 
to me: 

" I am sure I wish I might have a share 
in this jolly comradeship," he said, a bit 
wistfully, I imagined. " And mighty sorry 
that you find it necessary to go away. I 
was not aware — one could not be, looking 
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at you — that your health was impaired. I 
do hope you will soon he quite well and — 
bringing my hoy hack to me." 

He had not thought that I was thin, then, 
and losing color. I felt quite uplifted by 
his kindly glance. 

** The doctor told me/' he went on, " that 
you feel it absolutely necessary to go south 
for the season. He said you were anxious 
to go immediately." 

Mr. Rosmore's remark sent him down 
from the king-row and changed him into 
a fellow pawn. 

Who was moving us on the chess-board? 
Doctor Worden? If so, why? 

The colhe leaped to lay paws upon his 
master's shoulders. 

" The sky-birds are blue, Fawer," Teddy 
announced from under his Bo-tree, " an' the 
earth-birds are brown." Small gradations 
were scorned by this ornithologist. We 
laughed, and our ways parted. Mr. Ros- 
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more went into the Hall and we raced for 
the North Tower. 

Doctor and Mary Worden motored over 
and took us to the station in the morning. 
David Rosmore looked disappointed when 
he saw that such an arrangement had been 
made. 

" I thought I might drive over with you," 
he said. But the doctor replied, almost 
brusquely, that there was no use in forcing 
two motors through the sand. 

The roads were as smooth as ribbons, as 
every one of us knew. But we said good-by 
there. 

Ted showed signs of whimpering when 
we whizzed through the gate. He loved his 
fellow-man. But he was comforted with 
immediate apples and prospective ostriches 
and we got away. Mr. Rosmore followed 
our car out into the road. I turned back 
and saw him before we curved out of sight 
on the Pompeiian-colored velvet highway. 
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He looked very much alone. I held Teddy 
up to wave his hand. We saw the collie lay 
his pointed head on Rosmore's shoulder. 

"What is the matter with your eyes, 
Janey?*' asked Mary Worden, as we left 
the Hall and its laird hehind us. And she 
took my hand and held it, lovingly. 
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PEESmiO HILL 

We took a little house in San Diego with 
an upper balcony that spied upon Coronado. 
Past its postern gate ran the old road to 
the moss-mantled missions. Rapt-eyed dev- 
otees of an earlier time once trod this path 
with their padres, Father Luis Jaimae and 
the immortal Junipero Serra, and the other 
self-effacing and time-effaced priests of the 
wild frontier. 

Teddy and I looked out on many ancient 
landmarks that recalled the picturesque civ- 
ilization begun in Southern California be- 
fore the stalwart Signers had put their 
goose-quills to the Declaration of Independ- 
ence. 

Heroes have these mountains for their 
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monuments, as Cheney has made clear in his 
endimng song. The names, Balboa, Ca- 
brillo, Viscaino, are on every talus, earth- 
quake-born, in the eternal hills. 

All San Diego lived, for something imder 
a century, on Presidio Hill. The civiliza- 
tions of the old world were brought here to 
flower. Among ice-plants and poppy-blos- 
soms new conditions on the Pacific Coast of 
the United States were brought forth. It 
was indeed the Peaceful Coast of the war- 
ring continent. Inland were the great dan- 
gers, the terrors that walked by day and 
night: Apaches and other venomed things. 
Eastward was the boom of guns, the clash 
of buff and blue with the scarlet, dun battle- 
smoke above and crimson sward below. But 
here was romance, latticed-windowed, rose- 
gardened romance. 

Old Spain had sent her daughter scarf 
and fan. There were twinkling feet on the 
plaza. Cavalleros, silver-spurred, with slen- 
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der rapiers ever ready for dueUos, loved and 
fought and sang. And there were " prophet- 
visioned men upon these heights watching 
for the coming of strange sails/' 

I liked the place. There were mellow 
cadences in the hirds' songs. Old roses 
drifted across every opened page. 

Theodore ranged the seashore. We were 
enchanted to find that every grain of sand 
was a six-starred crystal in which we might 
surprise a hiding rainhow. We entered into 
the secret places of the shells and were given 
to understand some tremendous architec- 
tural principles practised by builders in the 
sea. 

Every morning, early, we walked under 
white umbrellas down to our baths with the 
ceremony of Pharaoh's daughter. Only our 
Moses was well out of the bulrushes and 
already assiuning the leadership of every- 
thing that was going on. 

Charlotte gasped, at first, when she saw 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



156 THE SUPPLANTER 

him take to the water, his body glistening 
like a dolphin's in the spray. Then I swam 
out after him and she began a shriek that 
ended in a gurgle of pride. 

The Hawaiian women throw their babies 
into the surf, teaching them to swim before 
they walk. I had done the same with Ted. 
We played in the water, throwing jewels of 
foam. He dived from my shoulders, an 
arrow of joy. We scared Charlotte by dis- 
appearing and remaining under a long time, 
then came up, like warlike merf oik, demand- 
ing food and devouring truflfies and sand- 
wiches. 

" I don't believe you could do more for 
Theodore if you were his mother,'* Charlotte 
said. 

!But I only smiled. 

We had letters from Mr. Rosmore, and 
Teddy wrote to him. I must acknowledge 
that Theodore swam better than he spelled. 
I saw one epistle in which he wrote: 
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" jaJde an i found a froawg in a pond 
with a white bely." 

Then I made up my mind that he must go 
to school, and presented the proposition in 
the form of an invitation which he declined. 

Charlotte helped me to paint the Dantean 
prospects of NimaskuU Land. We showed 
him the awful possibility he faced of grow- 
ing up a dimce. Thus, by slow degrees and 
after many inglorious retreats, we got him 
up to and into the house of learning, and 
abandoned him there. 

It was perfidy. 

I realized its baseness when we came away 
and left that little boy alone with strangers, 
whose sole purpose in life was to thrust 
unwelcome wisdom down sob-filled baby 
throats. 

I crept back to the door and sat in the 
blazing sunlight during the entire session. 
It was long, cruelly long. My strained ears 
listened for one voice. But he could not 
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sing in captivity. When the doors finally 
burst open he was the first man out. 

" Jakiel *' he cried, and was in my arms! 
It was a remarkable reimion. 

When our emotion permitted speech, he 
confessed that he did not think well of sdiooL 

" Do I have to learn all that you know? *' 
he demanded, resentfully. 

" Yes," I assured him humbly, " and mudi 
more." 

" All that Fawer knows? " 

" I hope you will, Teddy." Then he sat 
down by the wayside and wailed out what 
is under every one*s skull-bone: 

" I don't want to learn nuffin'. I want 
to know everything now I " 

I did not send him back to school. I 
found tutors who walked with him under 
the trees and taught him enough for the 
time. I used to wonder, sometimes, how 
David Rosmore had been educated. 

There are vital and compelling personal- 
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ities that remain in the background of one's 
thought. They are like the recurring fea- 
tures of a dominating figure, like that of 
William the Conqueror, in the Bayeux tap- 
estry. The master of Rosmore Hall was 
such a man. It was impossible to keep his 
eager face with its thick, dark hair and in- 
tense blue eyes out of my most evanescent 
thought. I did not recall any other, not 
even the doctor's or Mary's, with anything 
like the frequency. 

A woman in a strange place with some- 
body else's child is imder surveillance. So- 
ciety watches her. The eyes of mothers, 
eagle-keen, are turned her way. Woe to the 
hand that strikes the defenceless shoulders 
of the orphaned. This is one of the truths 
that mothers rest upon when they have 
to leave their little children. The world 
broods like a soft-breasted dove over the 
nest imsheltered by maternal wings. 

When it was entirely plain that my charge 
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and I were friends, we had company in the 
little house. Charlotte discovered amazing 
ways to brew tea. We had Russian ambro- 
sias spiced with cloves, British exhilarants 
tempered with lemon, a specially wicked mil- 
itary drink dashed with rum, Japan's golden 
liquor imadomed, and plain creamed and su- 
gared English breakfast tea. 

I experienced the delights of receiving in 
my own house: an agreeable innovation in 
my spinster career. And delightful women 
in beautiful gowns came up the steps to my 
heaven-saluting balcony on my " At-Home ** 
day. 

Coimselled by Mary Worden, who came 
down to get me started in my housekeeping, 
I abandoned my nurse's habit of white linen, 
and acquired a wardrobe of fluffs and chif- 
fons. She put her capable hand to the dif- 
ficult matter of shopping for me with the 
same quiet certainty that she managed her 
moimtain-frisking ranch. But she took my 



Digitized by 



Google 



PRESIDIO HILL 161 

measure more accurately than I knew. The 
things that came from the shops thrilled me 
like music. Before I opened the boxes I 
heard the strain that, in grand opera, pre- 
sages the coming of the star. I took them 
to my room and locked the door. Then I 
whisked off the covers and laid each dress 
and scarf and pair of slippers and fichu of 
lace out on my bed and gloated over them 
all together. 

Back in every woman's consciousness is 
probably a love for lingerie ; I was surprised 
to find it in me so imcommonly strong. 

I went downstairs in a ruffled lawn made 
with short sleeves and cut low in the throat. 
Theodore stared. Then he came to me 
quietly, with the air of a grand seigneur, 
and lifted and kissed my hand. 

I felt as though I had received a decora- 
tion of honor. 

"I like those kind of soft, fat clothes 
best," he said, and went on with his play. 
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The little house was not overcrowded with 
furniture. But, at that, I was obliged to 
amplify what would have been my own de- 
sires to meet the requirements of modem 
living. 

Had I been quite alone and free to follow 
out my personal preferences, I would not 
have encumbered fine space with uinessen- 
tials. A pallet, a bowl, and a peach-blow 
vase would have been enough for me. 

But we were well supplied with treasures 
from the North Tower. Mr. Rosmore had 
selected and sent on some of the lighter tap- 
estries and a few small rugs with the pictures 
I had best loved there. I was quite at a loss 
to understand how he had guessed my pref- 
erences. I had never had an opportunity to 
express them to him. But here they were. 

My pleasure in receiving these beautiful 
things changed slowly into another senti- 
ment, particularly after the horses and the 
Jersey cow had been shipped down to me. 
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It appeared as though we were expected 
to remain away permanently. 

San Diego is a beautiful place. But no 
one wants to feel obliged to stay anywhere. 

Nevertheless I set the house in order with 
some joy. 

The drawing-room was, in itself, only a 
pale rose and gray path leading to an Inness 
painting at the further end, — a path into 
a twilighted orchard of blossoming apple- 
trees under a tender sky. 

This orchard was the Inness. It was the 
only painting in the room. For the windows 
framed stretches of moimtain and sky and 
sea that the Master had pronounced good. 
We needed nothing more. 

There was some light and graceful fur- 
niture. A table or two, and a place of books. 
The net curtains rode inward on a pine- 
laden breeze. It was always quiet there, and 
cool. 

Professor Warren, an old friend of my 
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father's, brought a group of interesting men 
with him to the little house; and soon Cap- 
tain Cair was transferred from San Fran- 
cisco to the Southern garrison. I began to 
feel quite at home among my friends. 

Warren was a distinguished poet and lit- 
erary man, fellow of the Bohemian club and 
brain-brother of Stevenson. He was also a 
baby and a bachelor: saint, cynic, and sage. 
Everybody loved him. No one more than I. 

He foimd me one gloaming on the jas- 
mine-wreathed piazza. Pale stars began 
blossoming while yet the sun incarnadined 
the sea. 

His large blue eyes filled with sincere 
emotion over the glory of the sunset and he 
borrowed my hand to wipe his tears away. 

"This is a wonderful land, Janet," he 
said. " California has emancipated thought 
with the same largeness of faith that has 
led her to uncover her mountains. Un- 
minted material is free." 
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We spoke of the religious movements on 
the two sea-coasts, and he quoted Lao Tsze, 
and Buddha, and some words of Christ. 

Then the soft dusk fell and we sat long 
in the silence. 

*' Charlie," I said, leaning forward, " do 
you not see that the balances of history are 
being changed, and that this Feminist cru- 
sade has been excellently timed? " 

But he had gone to sleep. And, as I 
spoke, his gray head settled against my knee, 
like a tired child's. 
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CHAPTER X 

BELLE WITHEESPOON 

The man in San Francisco was wearying 
for his son. His letters proved that. Al- 
though they were short, somewhat terse, 
messages on wholly impersonal subjects, I 
read in them loneUness and pain. 

He said that there was no change in Mrs. 
Rosmore's condition. Once in a while I 
caught a note of extreme hopelessness. 

He asked my advice about his half -formed 
plan to acquire a collection of seventeenth- 
and early eighteenth-century French por- 
traits. He already owned a number of Nat- 
tiers, and I recalled his pleasure in the way 
that painter handled draperies, including the 
inevitable fluttering scarf, that "veil on 
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beauty's breast that heightens the charm it 
half conceals/' 

Mr. Rosmore's agent in Paris had sent 
him small, indiflFerent copies of the canvases 
in question, and these he forwarded to me. 

I wondered why he did not suggest our 
return. We had been many months away. 

Then came a letter that brought back the 
old resentful bewilderment that I had for- 
gotten as the pleasant days passed by. 

" I had hoped," Mr. Rosmore wrote, 
"that you might feel like returning to the 
Hall with the spring, but Doctor Worden 
tells me you do not think it advisable to take 
Theodore away from the South shore." 

I had had no conference with the doctor 
whatever. Ted was superbly well. He 
might have dared the rigors of the North 
Pole. And the Wordens knew his father 
hungered for his comradeship I 

There was an irritating mystery here. I 
decided to fathom it and wrote to my old 
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friend, the doctor, that he seemed to be de- 
liberately keeping me away from San Fran- 
cisco for some reason known only to himself. 

He replied that Rosmore midoubtedly felt 
that the atmosphere of the Hall was mi- 
wholesome for the child. 

There was something in that. But why 
did Mr. Rosmore imply, in his letters, that 
I was staying away of my own volition? 

I settled back and wrote Belle Wither- 
spoon to come and stay with me. 

She came within the week. A lovely, 
dark-eyed girl with soft voice and gentle 
manners. I had not remembered that she 
was so beautiful. But then women are never 
really beautiful uintil they have lived and 
known both pain and happiness. One can 
never tell what character is waiting behind 
a girl's smooth brows. The published lines 
are on an older woman's face. And they 
are written clear. 

Belle had been left penniless, but she was 
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not impoverished, by any means. Her na- 
ture was rich enough to overflow and bless 
all barren places. I had, however, rather 
expected to prop her up occasionally. My 
nets of philosophy were all carefully mended 
and ready. But she never needed them; 
there was no reason to drag her ashore. Her 
feet were on the rock. More than that, she 
had the largeness of soul that enabled her 
to take the benefits her friends showered on 
her simply, and without martyr-tears. That 
is a test of character. Few are able to accept 
without servility, nor yet foolish pride, what 
full hands tender. John and Mary Worden 
had opened their arms and their home to her 
in her need and she had gone to them with- 
out fuss or apology. 

She had not been in the little house in 
San Diego an hour before I knew that the 
companionship of another woman of my own 
age and of kindred mind was going to be 
a tremendous inspiration to me. 
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Theodore received her with enthusiasm 
and invited her to ride out to the Ostrich 
Farm before she had removed her travelling- 
coat. 

She evaded this expedition so delicately 
that I had no fears for the future harmony 
of our household. 

Belle's room overlooked the garden. The 
minor of the sea is so much like the cry of 
the heart I preferred to have the birds flute 
under her windows. Good-tempered trees, 
like sugar pines, frolicked when the wind 
blew and remained merry in the moonshine. 
The pessimistic jimipers and tragic cy- 
presses were on the other side of the house 
and could not be seen from her balcony. 
But her trellis was covered with blooming, 
sweet-smelling vines, over which humming 
birds were continually whirring like life- 
endowed, gossamer-winged jewels. I hoped 
that she was not often sad in her sanctuary. 
But I could not tell. She gave no sign. 
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I had never loved a man. I could not 
enter into her holy chamber of Sorrow. But 
I stood with my cup of sympathy just out- 
side. 

Then came the long simmier, and every 
afternoon Belle and I sat on the shaded 
porch that overlooked the hills and, sewing 
in hand, straightened out the aflPairs of the 
earth. 

That was the only time we could give to 
mundane adjustment. For we were having 
a gay season. And when evening came we 
took our shoulders out from under the world, 
and clothing them, to some extent, in chiflPon, 
went forth to Society, or beckoned Society 
to our drawing-room of rose and gray. 

People of importance in various fields 
made our Sunday afternoons delightful. 
Theodore darted like an arrow of light 
through much purple profundity. 

Charlotte advanced the old theory that 
"chfldren should be seen and not heard." 
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But I have always considered a well-bred 
child an addition to any company. Theo- 
dore's view-point was interesting to me. 
What he saw from his place on the Path 
was worth considering. 

The little boy formed a friendship-pact 
with Professor Warren, who told him his 
entrancing tales of the South Seas. And 
the gray old man and the golden child wan- 
dered together and taught each other many 
things. I had a brief quiver of fear that 
Warren might teach Ted to swear, for he 
was full of strange oaths which he poured 
out sonorously, like intoned psalms; but the 
boy came to no harm. 

Warren was by turns a Sierra-smitten 
seer singing like David to his mountains; 
and a hmi; child weeping because somebody 
had called him "Professor" instead of 
" Charlie.'* 

He wanted even Theodore to call him by 
his given name* And Teddy, who saw the 
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irrepressible boy behind the mask of years, 
complied naturally and without wonder. 

Belle entered with imselfish gaiety into 
all that went on. She put some of the old 
poet's songs into notes and sang them in her 
mellow contralto at our garden party. And 
after that we wreathed the poet with roses, 
and gave him praise for heart's ease. 

He was the Bacchus of our gods. But 
we had Mars, ascendant. 

A daughter of battles, born of warrior 
blood after the Civil War, I gravitated 
toward the army in any land, and the soci- 
ety of the southern coast was largely mili- 
tary. 

Arnold Cair, whose regiment was now 
transferred to San Diego, was, therefore, 
a thoroughly satisfactory comrade; and we 
fell into the habit of taking long rides to- 
gether when amethystine dawn was on the 
glacier-sculptured Sierras, Ted's pony trot- 
ting at a brave pace by my brown mare's 
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side. For to my immense delight Mr. Ros- 
more had sent Tirzah down to me. 

The young cavalryman was a dashing 
oflScer. I had known him in China during 
the Boxer troubles. He was a good sol- 
dier, a bom leader of men. His company, 
known privately as " Cair's Coyotes," was 
a hundred man-power fighting machine. He 
had won his captaincy by gallantry on the 
field long before he was thirty, and his men 
adored him. 

But his trade was war. He was not 
acquaint with prayer-carpets, although I 
think he felt the beauty of the one the Al- 
mighty had spread upon the moimtains. 
He was, indeed, a reverent student of John 
Muir's. And he told me how the ice worked 
in its white solitudes to form the valleys that 
we saw flowering into corn and wine. 

We clattered down the slopes one morn- 
ing in high spirits; and tmder the dew-spat- 
tering columbines the captain leaped from 
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his mount and, before I could jump, swung 
me down in his arms. 

"You must not be so independent," he 
laughed at my protest. " You must be like 
other girls and let big troopers take care 
of you once in a while." 

"Other girls." My middle-aged cheek 
mantled with pride and I asked him to 
breakfast. 

We had grape-fruit, then rice and cream 
and a Spanish omelet, cottage-cheese on 
young lettuce, and golden coffee. Abigail, 
who had come down with u« from the Hall, 
was not cooking. She was raising chickens 
on a wee ranch near by, supplying the table 
with eggs and poultry. 

When the cavalryman had galloped back 
to his post that day Belle said: 

" Janey, why don't you marry? " 

" ' Mine not to reason why,' " I quoted 
laughingly, " nobody has asked me." 

"Nonsense! You are a perfect mother- 
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woman. You ought to occupy some definite 
place in domestic life/* 

" Then I do not — now? '' I had an odd 
feeling. A block had been knocked from 
under my feet. I seemed to be standing on 
a patch of Nowhere. 

" Oh, of coiu^e you do, in a way — in a 
very important way," Belle said, hastily. 
" But you are so beautiful, so greatly to be 
desired. I feel almost as though you were 
missing the best of life. It is a wonder that 
the supreme passion has not come to you I " 

That was what Doctor John had said to 
me. 

I looked at the w-wnan swaying in her 
willow rocking-chair beside the honeysuckle 
vine on the piazza. 

"With your own bitter experience in 
mind," I said, gently, " can you wish me to 
give myself in marriage? " 

"Oh, yes," she smiled. "Yes. Do not 
refuse a cup because hyssop twines it. Drain 
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it as it is. It may be the draught of hap- 
piness for you, dear. It may be all joy." 

" Of delirium," I murmured. But she did 
not hear me. "Belle," I asked, blimtly, 
" have you forgiven Martin Witherspoon? " 

" I never had anything to forgive." 

" Never had anything to forgive? " I am 
afraid my voice sharpened as I repeated her 
statement. " Then do you mean to let him 
come back to you? " 

" No." Her tone was very low, and yet 
absolutely distinct. " That would not be 
possible. Love is never rekindled in the 
human heart. Do not be deceived into 
thinking that it can be. He has gone his 
way. It is as though he had died." 

She looked yoimg, virginal, as she sat 
there. I foimd myself suddenly ciu-ious 
about marriage. Here was a woman who 
had made the great surrender that is sup- 
posed to leave its indelible sign. But hers 
were maiden eyes. 
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" You have known wifehood without ma- 
ternity," I said, " and I am a virgin mother. 
The boy fills my heart. I shall not be likely 
to marry/' 

**Does Theodore look like his father?" 
Belle asked, stooping to pick up her spool 
of white cotton and disputing its possession 
with a playful, pink-tongued kitten. 

" Why, no," I replied, rather startled by 
the question, and then exclaimed hastily: 
" Yes, he does! I never thought of it be- 
fore — but he certainly looks like David 
Rosmore — " 

" You make that name soimd like music," 
said Belle, but I was absorbed in my com- 
parisons and did not notice her. 

"He has the strong featiu^es, the lus- 
trous black hair, the -same splendidly firm 
mouth, the deep blue eyes — what are you 
laughing at? " 

" Nothing," she said. " Really I am not. 
It is no laughing matter I " 
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"What isn't?" I asked. But AbigaU 
came up the path with a basket on her arm 
and we had to attend to domestic matters. 

Abigail had the appearance of an ani- 
mated ironing-board. Spickly-ginghamed 
and spry. Not another woman chicken- 
farmer for miles aroimd could compete with 
her in raising yoimg chicks through all the 
seasons. And she was reasonably content. 
But she still yearned to cook, and often 
promised to take time and come over to get 
up a dish or two for us that would " be fit 
to eat." 

" I didn't charge you quite enou^ for 
ihem last eggs, Miss Allen," die said. " The 
groceries was a^n' forty cents for fresh. 
But as you know, an' I know, they is fresh 
emf fresh. I calculated to git a leetle more 
for mine. Look at that beauty now." She 
held an egg up to the light for us to test it 
in the fashion set by the wife of Noah. 
" Ain't that up to date? Yes, an' they're all 
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like it. Plumb fresh. You break one an' 
see how the yolk keeps its shape. It's a 
yeller world, that's what it is. Worth its 
weight in gold. I don't think I'm onreason- 
able to want a leetle more than the market 
price for new-laids, do you. Miss Allen? " 

I assured her that her reasonableness 
could not be doubted. At the same time, 
it seemed necessary to call her attention to 
the fact that the Rosmore Farms fiu'nished 
the stock and maintained the hennery. This 
depressed her to such a degree that she 
changed the subject. 

" Say, ladies," she said, standing before 
us, straight and tall, " if men ever fail you, 
turn to chickens." 

Belle put up her handkerchief quickly, to 
hide a little spasm of nervous laughter. 

Abigail's large, light eyes dwelt upon her 
speculatively. 

" Chickens is awfid good company," she 
said, "an' you can't keep 'em away from 
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their own roosts when it comes on night. 
Of course breeds is breeds. Spanish cocks 
ain't as dependable as Plymouths. But you 
ain't long in learnin' what to expect. It's 
the oncertainness about folks that's hard to 
put up with. You know what you're dealin' 
with when it comes to fowls." 

She blinked at Belle, a knowing sympathy 
in her mien. 

" I've ben a disappointed woman, my- 
self," she said, going down the steps. " An' 
for heartache I certainly do recommend 
keepin' hens." 

Theodore was plunging up the walk. He 
was as straight as a lance, and his head came 
as high as my heart. 

" Come on, Jakie," he called; " I've got 
my gun! There's a mud-turtle on the rocks 
as big as an elephuntl " 

" Are you going after big game in that 
lingerie frock? " Belle asked, with a smile. 

" Course," Ted answered, " Jakie always 
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comes. Do you s'pose she'd spoil the fun 
by stopping to dress? '* 

" I'm sure she would not think of doing 
such a thing," she answered. 

So we went forth to shoot mud-turtles; 
but on the way I was able to point out the 
turtle's possible point of view. And so we 
decided to shoot, instead, at a target for a 
prize of raspberry pop. 

Ted won, although I did my best. He 
was really a fine marksman. Captain Cair 
admitted that. I liked best, however, to see 
him shoot an arrow. There is so much grace 
and freedom in the play of the muscles in 
archery. And the cedar sings with the dart. 

Two or three times while we were out I 
was almost startled by the boy's likeness to 
David Rosmore. 

I think I am particularly susceptible to 
suggestion. I had never thought of a re- 
semblance imtil Belle spoke of it. Now I 
i^KHild be seeing it all the time in the flash 
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of Teddy's eyes, his eager smile, even the 
deeper tones of his young voice. 

The boy grew and waxed strong. He 
said he could lick every white-linen fellow 
on the beach, and proved it before the season 
was over. 

I had interfered in his first fight. 

From the shade of my parasol I had heard 
the preliminaries with apprehension; the on- 
slaught with trembling. But at a yell that 
accompanied a smashing blow, I was on my 
feet and wresting Ted from the httle brute 
that had him down. Theodore turned on 
me with both fists. He was very little then. 

"Dit out o' disl" he yelled wrathfully. 
" Dis is my fight I Dit out o' dis, you darned 
oleJakie!" 

Then I saw. I had himiiliated him before 
his enemy. I withdrew and permitted him 
to retrieve his honor. He did this so effectu- 
ally that the other boy's mother came to see 
me about it, and intimated that my charge 
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had started on a dangerous and bloodthirsty 
career. 

I retorted that her son was bigger and 
stronger than Theodore. A lack of tact on 
my part that I had to pay for by presenting 
her lad with a bicycle. 

Thereafter I did not interfere. But we 
had a code and never departed from its 
ethics: 

The little white-linen boys on the beach 
had to be the equals in height, weight, and 
reach, as well as experience, before they 
could fight with Theodore Rosmore. 

I thought these restrictions might result 
in a certain degree of peace. But the boys 
skirmished all day with each other for prac- 
tice, and picked the winner of each day's 
contest to meet the champion. 

It was a sanguinary season. Yoimg Sari 
Diego lived only to fight. 

I felt considerable concern as the battle- 
spirit spread. Ted seemed unlikely to reach 
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maturity with his original cast of features. 
Then Captain Cair advised me to send for 
a boxing-master and invite the boys to go 
into training. 

I demurred at first, doubting if youth 
woidd lend itself to instruction of any kind. 

" Solomon," I reminded the cavalryman, 
"complained that the yoimg people of his 
day refused to let any one tell them any- 
thing. I do not believe that things are any 
different now." 

" They may not be willing to learn any- 
thing else," he laughed, "but they'll leam 
Queensberry. But do not get a gentle col- 
lege coach. Get a broken-nosed warrior of 
the prize-ring. They'll have some respect 
forhiml" 

I saw the force of this suggestion and later 
obtained, as boxing-master, one of well- 
known prowess, and the plan was an instant 
success. 

Every night after that I was simamoned 
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to Theodore's room and given minute direc- 
tions as to how to land a body-blow, and bow 
to ward a left-hander and deliver an upper- 
cut. 

"Put up your hands, Jakie,'' he com- 
manded. " Ward with yotu^ right! This is 
a jawcracker." It was, indeed. But he was 
all sympathy. " Poor old Jakie. Did I 
hurt you? I didn't mean to! Why didn't 
you ward with your right? " 

Then he would show me certain approved 
methods of butting and side-stepping, and 
the various swift and adroit manoeuvers, as 
he learned them, always ending with an ex- 
hibition of muscles that would have made 
any mother proud. I was proud. But to 
every one, except Doctor John and my own 
sold, I was only a mother pro tern. 

I had to feel the muscles on his legs, and 
watch with complete attention as he made 
the hard sphere rise under the firm flesh of 
his strong right arm. Then, after I had 
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"prayed him," and inspected the sunburn 
on his back, I was permitted to go down- 
stairs. 

" How would you like to go home, Man 
alive?" I asked one night, a month or so 
after Belle had called my attention to his 
resemblance to his father. 

"To Rosmore Hall?" he questioned. 
" Nixy! I don't like that place." 

He had acquired the vernacular of the 
boys upon the beach quickly. 

" But your father wants to see you." 

" I'd like to see him all right, too," said 
the lad, yawning and falling back on his pil- 
lows. " I wrote to him to come down here. 
Why doesn't he stay with us? " 

"I — I guess he cannot do that," I an- 
swered. "But you are getting so big! 
Won't he be surprised when he does see you? 
Have you had a letter to-day? " 

"Oh, gee! yes, I forgot! Please look 
in my trousers' pocket. I'm too sleepy to 
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read it. You." He cuddled down and went 
straight to sleep. I tore open the envelope. 

Mr. Rosmore told his son that he would 
be in San Diego on the morning train. 

I felt oddly agitated as I blew out Ted- 
dy^s candle and went down to tell Belle. 
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CHAPTER XI 

NATURAL AVIATION 

I SPRANG out of a tangle of dreams at the 
sound of singing. 

The trees were reverently awaiting dawn. 
The birds were mute before the coming 
miracle. But the man was trolling away at 
the top of an excellent voice: 

" I builded a house of cedar and stone: 
Of cedar red, and of porphyry. 
I*d wandered far and I'd wandered lone. 
And here was rest for the soul of me. 
But over the trees wild harp-chords swept 
The fierce, free hands of a singing gale: 
And, back of my bolted doors, I wept 
For the doud-veiled stars and the Gipsy trail. 

" The portal it strained, but the lock held fast. 
I broke the hinge and I made my cry: 
Walls for the tamed! For at last, at last 
I knew that my roof was the tented sky. 
189 
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Pull in my eyes came the slanting rain; 
Full in my face like a silver flail; 
But the night and the storm were mine again 
As I struck my stride on the Gipsy trail! " 



I had thrown on a dressing-robe, and now, 
with my hair tumbKng about my shoulders, 
peered out of the window. The voice came 
from the garden, but I could not see the 
singer. Then, directly below me, I looked 
into the eyes of David Rosmore. 

I cried out in surprise and started back, 
but the thorny rose-vine caught my hair and 
held fast. Mr. Rosmore laughed: 

" Give me welcome. Blessed Damozel," he 
said. " Has Paradise such things as a cup 
of coffee and a muffin for a new arrival? " 

" Oh, indeed yes," I cried, freeing my 
locks with hands that trembled. "And 
Teddy will be so glad, so glad to see you! " 

Then I fled to Theodore's room. 

" Wakel " I cried, shaking the rosy slimi- 
berer. " Hurry, hurry, and run down to the 
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door! Your father is there. Your father, 
Teddy!" 

He lingered a moment, dazed. Then he 
was up with a whoop, down the stairs in his 
pink pajamas, and into the waiting arms. 

I knew just the minute his shouts were 
smothered against his father's hreast. 

Then I began to dress. But to my per- 
plexed annoyance my trained hands failed 
in their offices. I could not hold anything 
in my fingers. Brushes fell, hairpins scat- 
tered, and I was so weak in elbows and knees 
that I finally had to call Charlotte to get 
me into my clothes. 

" Whatever is the matter with you. Miss 
Allen? " she asked. " You are trembling 
like a leaf. You must stop drinking strong 
eoflfee." 

I told her of the arrival of Mr. Bosmore, 
and she hurried away to pay her respects to 
him. 

"I am glad you don't wear that linen 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



192 THE SUPPLANTER 

uniform any more/' she said as she left the 
room, after a critical inspection of my 
dotted-swiss morning costimie. " You look 
like other folks nowadays, only some hand- 
somer." 

None of the kitchen servants were awake. 
But when I went down the percolator was 
bubbling, and Theodore was coming out of 
the pantry with cups and plates. His father 
crossed the room crying: " Good morning, 
again," to me. 

We shook hands formally and Mr. Ros- 
more said: 

"I am not even going to apologize for 
coming at this hour. The air of this place 
is wine. It has gone to my head 1 The train 
arrived unexpectedly early, and when I 
stepped off the platform my only thought 
was to get to my boy." 

He smiled fondly at Theodore and then 
added with a laugh: 

*^ What did you think of your chanticleer? 
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I thought that was Ted's window, and I 
wanted to inspire him with a desire to strike 
the trail with me. How would you like that, 
old man?" 

" Bully," he cried. Then turned to me: 

" Can I go, Jakie? " he said. 

I saw the two faces in a hlur. The man's 
and the boy's. How like they were! Both 
eager. Both waiting on my word. The 
idea of my consent being considered neces- 
sary lent a glow of tender pride to my dis- 
may. Again the boy was a wee chap on his 
father's saddle-bow. 

" Will you hold him? " I managed to ask, 
as I poured the coflfee into Mr. Rosmore's 
cup. " Will you hold him in the hollow of 
your arm? " 

" Not much," scoflfed Theodore. " We're 
going to walk, aren't we. Father? " They 
had evidently talked it over before I came 
downstairs. But his father knew what I 
meant. I could see that. 
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" I thought a long tramp — perhaps into 
the Yosemite," Mr. Rosmore explained, 
" would be a fine thing for both of us. You 
know we have never had a chance to get 
really acquainted." 

My selfish protest withered in the bud. 

" It will be perfectly delightful," I cried, 
and entered into the plans with all my heart. 

After coflfee Theodore and I showed the 
house to oiu* visitor. He was immensely 
pleased with everything, particularly the 
drawing-room with the Inness painting on 
the wall. 

" I miss you very much at the Hall," he 
said, as we went out toward the garden. 
" It is desperately lonely without you some- 
times." 

I knew that he meant Teddy. But it was 
pleasant to be included in his cordial tone 
and glance. 

Dew was on the roses, and the valley glis- 
tened green. We out-chattered the birds 
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as we mapped the trip. I was for a fair 
equipment. But the men out-voted me. 
They would travel light. What I called 
" comforts " were scorned as impedimenta. 

" Grcneral Charlton came down with me," 
Mr. Rosmore said. " I mentioned the plan 
to him, and he gave me valuable hints about 
marching-kits. By the way. Miss Allen, he 
will be over to pay his respects. He spoke 
of you most affectionately." 

" He and my father were in the same regi- 
ment," I explained. " I have known him all 
my life." Then I returned to the absorbing 
plan, and asked when they intended to start. 

" To-morrow morning, if you can speed 
us so soon," he replied. " I cannot remain 
long away from home." 

His look was sad as he said this, and he 
gazed yearningly at the boy. He had reason 
to be proud of the tall, muscular, red- 
cheeked lad whose blue, direct eyes were so 
like his own. 
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" I wish she could see him now," he said. 

He did not trust himself to say more. 
He turned abruptly, and I went into the 
house to swing the domestic wheel into mo- 
tion and to telephone to the hotel at Coro- 
nado for General Charlton to join us at 
breakfast at eleven o'clock. 

Theodore took his father to his room to 
show him his guns and to explain the proper 
way to deliver left-handers in the science and 
art of boxing. I heard David Rosmore 
laugh uproariously for the first time since 
I had known him. Then there were certain 
sounds of quick stepping and muffled blows 
that informed me that they had put on the 
gloves and a match was in progress. 

Pride prickled my shoulders. My boy 
was showing off. 

His father need not save him. Except in 
the matter of reach Ted might have met any 
bantam-weight. I heard his excited treble: 

"Double up and hiff, bifft I tell youl 
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Give 'em to me straight. You can't hurt 
me!'' 

They were going to be great comrades! 

I had made a man's man out of the boy. 
He was no milksop. No mollycoddle. 
Splendid muscles were moving in those 
young arms and playing gloriously over the 
beautiful, sun-bronzed back. 

But it was going to be a good thing for 
him to have the comradeship of his father. 

It was going to be a good thing for him 
to rest upon the uncovered earth through 
those mysterious hours of the night when 
magnetic currents sweep the spheres, and a 
mighty, spiritual power moves across the 
waters, and among the trees, gathering all 
life into one embrace. 

I have started from sleep in a forest, 
wakened by an infinite, waiting stillness, 
and felt myself being swept away and lifted 
upon an irresistible tide on which also moved 
the stars of the visible universe. 
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I wanted Ted to know that joy. I had 
told him of my experience. But one cannot 
be a stepchild to Nature. He who would 
hear her speak must feed at her full bosom. 

Mr. Rosmore's simple statement that he 
and his boy had never had an opportunity 
to become acquainted had gone to my heart 
of hearts. 

I was not in the least afraid that Theo- 
dore was in danger of being disappointed in 
his father. As I went out again to the gar- 
den to get roses for the breakfast-table, I 
measured the miner with other men, greatly 
to the latter's disadvantage. 

I thought when he looked at Ted that I 
might have compared his eyes to melted 
sapphires in my earlier and more sentimental 
years. But I realized that it was the height 
of absurdity to compare eyes with anything 
but eyes. Particularly such stars as were in 
this man's face. I observed that his hair was 
mixed with gray. He had, in fact, a Whis- 
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tlerian plume of silver subdued and laid 
modestly low upon his dark locks. 

Modesty appeared to be his chief charac- 
teristic. Unlike most men who have wrested 
their fortunes with their naked hands from 
the reluctant hills, Mr. Rosmore was quiet 
in his modes of dress and speech. He wore 
none but the necessary jewelry, and his 
watch was silver and his buttons and cuff- 
links were mother-of-pearl. Yet, as he came 
out on the veranda with Teddy, he was an 
exceedingly well-dressed and handsome man. 

As I came up with the roses in my ruffled 
apron. General Charlton pounded in on a 
big sorrel horse. He swung down with his 
customary lightness, and after he had 
greeted me and assured Mr. Rosmore that I 
was the prettiest girl in California, we went 
in to breakfast. 

Belle, in a sprigged pink dimity, was 
standing at the window. Her sensitive face 
flushed when I presented Mr. Rosmore. I 
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caught her suddenly shamed consciousness 
of being the homeless guest of a stranger. 
Then came his hearty and sincere: 

" I am so glad, so very glad that my son 
is having the privilege of living with you 
two young gentlewomen, Mrs. Witherspoon. 
He will be influenced by this companionship 
all his life. I suppose Miss Allen has told 
you of our wonderful plans for a holiday? " 

" Well, bless my Stars and Stripes," cried 
the old soldier, catching sight of her, as she 
replied in the affirmative, " if here isn't little 
Isabel Harper! '' 

She dimpled, and held out her hand. But 
he took her in his big embrace and soundly 
kissed her. 

" Haven't seen you since you were the 
size of this young lad," he went on, indica- 
ting Theodore. "But Jack Worden told 
me that you were here, and IVe come all 
the way down from 'Frisco to dance with 
you and Janey at the ball to-night." 
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He swung her into step and they made 
the round of the table to the whistled ac- 
companiment of the ** Beautiful Blue Dan- 
ube." 

The general's face beamed with fatherly 
sympathy. 

Mr. Rosmore laughed like a boy as he 
placed my chair; and the others took their 
seats after Theodore had carried his chair 
around to put it beside his father's. 

But Wing had only just entered with the 
fruit when I heard a step crunching the 
gravelled path under the windows, and then 
Charlie Warren's aggrieved face bm^st 
through the vines. He looked the company 
over with accusing eyes. 

"A party! — without me?" he re- 
proached, tearfully. 

The morning-glories trailed over his bald 
brow and gray whiskers as he leaned across 
the sash. 

** Behold how Columbine weeps with 
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Apollo," he said, calling our attention to 
the dew that trickled out of the swaying 
bells and down his cheeks. 

I introduced the embowered sage to Mr. 
Rosmore and General Charlton. The latter 
looked vastly amused as he raised hand to 
temple. But Mr. Rosmore went over and 
grasped Charlie's hand, urging him to come 
in. He demurred, but Belle ran out and 
around to the window, capturing him. 

Wing brought a chair to my right side, 
and the quaint old man sat with us, reach- 
ing over to borrow my hand with which fur- 
ther to dry his tears. Our host looked on 
and smiled. 

Teddy told the great news. And then, 
forgetting his foolishness, the poet spoke: 

" The Yosemite is holy ground, my boy. 
You will find the Lord God walking there, 
as in His garden." 

As we left the breakfast-room and went 
out where the men could smoke on the ve- 
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randa, Theodore left to go to the stable for 
his pony. He had lessons at one o'clock with 
an old German professor, a fellow of the 
school of Pestalozzi, who was impressing 
him with his relationship to Nature, Hu- 
manity, and God. This threefold develop- 
ment, which corresponded with the physical, 
intellectual, and religious parts of Ted's 
character, was going on steadily. The wise 
old teacher, who looked and loved like Fro- 
bel, was strengthening the blessed triangle 
of boyhood evenly. One side was not devel- 
oped at the expense of the other two sides; 
all three were alike. Murphy, the boxing- 
master, collaborated with Herr Von Holtz 
in producing this result. 

The boy trotted up from the stables on 
his stout little pony, going by where we sat 
on the piazza and waving his hand. 

I saw his father's glance follow him as 
he rode briskly past. 

" He has a firm seat," observed the gen- 
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eral, watching the alert, well-set-up little 
figure. ** He'll make a fine cavalryman 
some day. Are you going to give him to 
the army, Rosmore?" 

The man's eyes widened, then turned 
straight to mine. 

" Shall we make a soldier of Theodore? " 
he asked. 

I thought, then, it was the prospect of 
sending the boy to the wheels of the guns 
that startled me. But later I realized that 
it was the question itself. 

" What was Hecuba to me or I to Hec- 
uba? " I misquoted to myself. 

I do not think I made any reply. 

Mr. Rosmore had been east looking over 
the works of the United States Steel Com- 
pany in South Chicago. He began descri- 
bing the electric furnaces for making steel 
that signalized the latest development in 
turning out large tonnages. 

" Siemen's little electric furnace, in which 
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he was able to melt twenty pounds of steel," 
I heard him tell Professor Warren, " has 
been enlarged to a huge tureen that can 
turn fifteen tons of molten metal into the 
molds." 

"My Stars and Stripes!" exclaimed the 
general, much impressed. And the three 
men were deep in the discussion of pig-iron 
and Bessemer converters when I started in- 
doors. 

Belle had gone away several minutes be- 
fore. I could see her pink dimity glancing 
among the trees of the orchard. She might 
have been a philandering hollyhock. 

I considered the ways of my household, 
but halted on its threshold. 

" Remember, Janey," the general called, 
" you and Isabel are going with me to the 
ball at Coronado to-night. Your cards are 
already marked with my initials. We shall 
have real music by the fort band." 

*' Do you dance, sir? " Professor War- 
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ren asked the question, looking at the large, 
round oflScer with considerable surprise. 

"Yes, siree!" replied General Charlton, 
emphatically. " Dancing is the nearest we 
get to natural aviation." 

I returned to the wicker table, upon which 
Wing had just set a minty brew, and filled 
tall glasses in which ice clinked musically. 

" Natural aviation? " Warren repeated, 
thoughtfully. " The combination of terms 
interests me." 

I remembered what the huge soldier had 
said upon that subject one day at the Wor- 
dens' house in San Francisco. 

" I think Professor Warren feels that 
your thistledown lightness of step should be 
explained," I suggested, handing him one of 
the frost-bedewed timiblers. He took it and 
sipped meditatively. 

" When I was a boy, back in Galesburg, 
Michigan," he said, " I began to have a 
dream that has been repeated all through 
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the years of my life to this day. Other peo- 
ple have had the same experience. If Sco- 
pus had not dreamed as I have dreamed, 
there would have been no Winged Victory 
in Samothrace." 

Charlie brightened, and looked at me with 
glistening eyes. 

He loved a sounding phrase as a war- 
horse loves a bugle-note. 

Mr. Rosmore's eager smile touched his 
lips and eyes. 

"We were farm folks," continued the 
general, " and I had to go into my little 
room under the eaves early and get up by 
milking time. But great things happened 
to me between the evening and the dawning. 
I always dreamed that I was walking 
abroad; often in the main street of my little 
home town. And the people crowded to 
their windows to see me half -float, half -walk 
by simply and lightly touching my toe 
occasionally to the ground. The lightest. 
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springing contact was all that I needed. A 
touch of the ball of my foot to earth and I 
was away. Then I settled down as deli- 
cately as the thistle-ball that Jan referred 
to, for another start that would carry me on 
for the same distance." 

"Lafcadio Hearn describes some such 
experiences," observed the professor. " But 
I thought they were fictional." 

" No," the officer went on. " They are 
real. More real than the day-marches." 

"And the dream continues?" asked 
David Rosmore. 

" It continues, thank God," replied Gen- 
eral Charlton. " The exquisite delight, the 
sense of freedom from the thrall of the flesh, 
is the important part of these joumeyings. 
I never feel that I am flying through the 
air. It is spiritual locomotion, but it is 
among my kind. I invariably awaken with 
the intention of moving hereafter in that 
way. I say to myself: 
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" ' Now I am awake, and I know that I 
can put my toe to the floor and reach the 
other side of the room in one floating-step. 
It is merely a matter of confidence/ 

" Of course I have never succeeded in 
walking on the air. But it will be done when 
mortals swing into the universal rhythm. 
That is why I say that dancing is the near- 
est we come to natural aviation in our body- 
shackled days. We fling ourselves into a 
stream of music as a swimmer into the sea, 
forgetting, for a season, the detaining earth. 
And just as long as we continue to forget 
we are able to tread the air." 

I think men talk rather better than 
women. I left them reluctantly. 
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THE MILITAEY BALL 

Maey had sent me a marvel, a frock of 
filmy white embroidered in silver. I donned 
it with the conviction that I had never looked 
so well before in my life. I had no jewels, 
unless one might call the rose a jewel that 
I wore in my hair. It was a red rose of an 
miusual shade. 

I had seen such roses in the Titian braids 
of Vallombrosa. 

Belle was exquisite in evening clothes, and 
this night she was like an imperial lily in 
her white dress. Charlotte went into a riot 
of adjectives as she performed her offices as 
tiring- woman, and sent us forth, flushed with 
her honest praise, to the party. 

General Charlton was the first one we saw 

210 
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when we entered the ball-room. We had 
come over in the little electric car alone with 
Jeff, the mechanician. But there the sol- 
dier was, waiting for us and for the music 
to begin, and looking like a blessed blue-and- 
gold, rope-straining dirigible. 

" Bless my Stars and Stripes! " he cried, 
heartily. " I thought you were never com- 
ing! I suppose Jan had to put that boy to 
bed before she dressed? " 

I shook my head. That ceremony was 
this night being performed by Theodore's 
father. 

" Well, you are here now, anyway. And 
there's the Blue Danube. I asked the band 
to play it. There's poetry of motion for 
you; the expression of the living natural 
rhythm. Come!" 

He held out his arm. 

^*Are you going to dance with both of 
us at once. General? " I laughed. 

*'Well, well!" He was visibly embar- 
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rassed. But I saw Captain Cair glowering 
across the room. 

"If you will command Captain Cair to 
dance with me," I said to the perplexed 
warrior, " I will let you waltz first with 
Belle/' 

"Bless my — '* The old soldier looked 
around and caught the waiting-look of the 
young dragoon. Then he beckoned and 
laughed. 

Cair saluted and came. Philippides was 
not more swift. I took his arm, and Belle 
went floating ofT with the army. 

" I was afraid he was going to take you 
away from me," Captain Cair said, with a 
little laugh. " You promised me this dance 
a week ago." 

" Well," — his resentful tone amused me 
— "I always keep my word." The music 
rippled and leaped in spray. We drifted 
upon it. 

" General Charlton is in command on the 
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Coast/' he explained. " Of course he has 
precedence in everything. In everything! " 

There was surely trouble in those gray 
eyes. 

" What is the matter, Captain? " I asked. 
I was accustomed to go right to the heart 
of things. I did not dream that I was doing 
so, literally, in this case. 

" I cannot bear to see you waltzing with 
any other man,'' he said, bending closer as 
we moved around in the gracious stream of 
dancers. " Oh, Janet, isn't there any hope 
for me? " 

His words rode on the music, seemed in 
some way a part of the theme. It was a full 
minute before I could bring my mind to 
realize that he was proposing to me. I 
wavered then in the step. The oflScers' imi- 
forms and the women's beautiful gowns 
blurred in a tangle of color and form. He 
put my hand in his arm and led me out into 
the moonlight. The jasmine on the ve- 
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randa raU was over sweet. I saw that a 
Gothic-pointed pine had transfixed the moon 
in heaven. My heart ached. I patted his 
arm, grieving to feel it trembKng. 

" Dear," I said, " I did not know that you 
even thought of me except as a good com- 
rade. And if this — this has pain in it, I 
am sorry that it is so." 

" It has pain," he replied, grimly. " But 
I can bear whatever I have to bear. Don't 
be sorry for me, please. I am not a boy." 

"I thought you were," I said humbly. 
" And I am forty years old." 

" I do not care. Years are nothing, noth- 
ing I I want you for my wife." 

A great emotion swept over me. This 
was the first time that any man had said 
those words to me in all my life. 

I looked into the resolute yoimg face and 
almost put out my hand. The temptation 
to yield to love is surely great. Then I 
thought of Theodore. 
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Some day when he is twenty-seven he may 
think he is in love with a woman of forty. 
I pray God that she may not hold him; that 
she may not impede him on his way. 

Forty is the " dangerous age." Life 
chemicalizes; potent fires are in the veins. 
A subtle fascination, a mysterious radiance 
dwells in the woman's smile. I had seen my 
face in the mirror. I knew its beauty; I 
was confronted with its meaning now. 

I put aside the yoxmg arm that would have 
enfolded me. 

" Please leave me for a little while," I 
whispered. 

" I shall not give you up," he said in reply. 
" You are going to listen to me, sometime. 
For I shall love you all my life." 

Then he went, promptly, with a soldier's 
lifted head. 

I saw him stride into the light. The pride 
in my heart must have been maternal. 

All these months in San Diego, all the 
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three years of our companionship in San 
Francisco, I had been unconsciously weaving 
a net about him. Propinquity had per- 
formed its usual spell. Now I must find 
a way to set him free. 

General Charlton came out and found me. 
I went with him and we trod the pulsing 
air. But the music fretted me. I wanted 
to go home. I missed Belle, and some innate 
sympathy told me to look for her in the 
garden. I felt that she was there alone. 
There is no place in the world more fraught 
with misery for a desolated heart than a 
light and laughter-filled ball-room. 

Men are not like this. Pain is a mantle 
that they sometimes throw aside. We 
women wear it next the skin. 

At the little gate that led into the inclosed 
rose-park I stopped, scarcely daring to ven- 
ture into the presence of what I well knew 
was agony. But she met me with calm looks. 
She hid her hiu1;s with elemental dignity. 
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" Is it time to go back? " she asked. 

" It is time to go home," I answered, 
pressing her close. And then we walked 
together back to the hotel. 

Captain Cair put us into the motor, kiss- 
ing my hand as we said good night. But 
there was a curious murmuring in my heart. 
Set up, no doubt, by what I had said to 
Belle. 

" Whose home was it that we were going 
to? Not hers. Not mine." 

We were two women adrift. Not yet 
derelicts, ti^ be sure, but masteriess. The 
land and its institutions were in the hands 
of the lords - proprietors. What definite 
place could we claim? Belle was a deserted 
wife. I was a substitute mother. Neither 
of us had the fixed position in the community 
that is occupied by the married woman. 

Society is a mosaic made up of an infinite 
number of triangles, each triangle separate 
in itself and indicating by its three points, 
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husband, wife and child. The woman who 
does not appear in this triad is an outsider. 
I found myself considering Captain Cair's 
proposal from a new view-point. I began 
to feel less reproachful toward the large 
number of women who marry for the sake 
of having homes. 

After all I might be foolish to refuse the 
yoimg soldier. I should probably be able 
to hold his love for years. Hold hU love! 
I stopped at the thought. It was as though 
an unseen sentinel had called, "Halt!" to 
my foolish straying. For I knew, as every 
other woman knows, that love is never held. 
It bides its season, which may be a lifetime 
or an hoiu*. But it wears no chains. 

I sighed, so deeply that Belle, who had 
been sitting quietly, turned with a smile. 

"What was that about?" she asked, 
Ughtly. 

" I was thinking how slight a thing love 
is," I said. 
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*' Yes," she answered. " As slight as 
death 1 But we do not sigh because we love. 
It is always because we have ceased to love 
or have not yet begun." 

" I have not begun," I remarked, as Jeff 
turned into Rose Cottage. " I am going 
to skip that lesson." 

We reached the door, and as the little car 
stopped Belle leaned over and brushed my 
cheek lightly with her fragrant lips. 

" Dear," she said, " we women never know 
when our education is complete." 

Then Jeff opened the door and with a 
" Good night " she got out and ran lightly 
into the house. 

I lingered to give the man some directions 
about shipping the horses to the point where 
the travellers were to leave the train and 
strike their gipsy trail. And as Jeff re- 
turned to the stables I went slowly up the 
steps. 

The moon was obscured by clouds, but the 
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hall-light threw a soft radiance half-way 
down the path. My cloak fell from my 
shoulders, and I stood, for a moment, among 
the ineffable fragrances of the night. 

Then David Rosmore came out of the 
deep shadows of the wistaria and stood be- 
fore me. His face was white. His eager 
eyes swept me from the rose in my red hair 
to my silver-slippered feet. 

" I did not know — " he said imsteadily, 
hoarsely, ^' I could not know, that you were 
so utterly lovely." 

He strode forward, but I knew that his 
hand might not fall upon me, lest I should 
die. Then our eyes met. Deep answered 
unto deep. His arms fell and the breath 
that he drew from the winds of God filled 
his lungs and saved us. He picked my cloak 
up from the floor and gave it into my 
hand. He did not offer to fold it around 
me. 

" Good night," he said. 
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And I answered him, " Good night/* 
quietly. 

I know that I went upstairs to my room, 
entered and closed the door. Further than 
that I cannot say. For, although I had no 
memory of weariness, morning foimd me 
standing still by the door in my ball-gown, 
with the rose in my hair and my cloak trail- 
ing from my hand. 

Then day came. And the thrilling, subtle, 
intangible something that had crowded that 
brief moment on the steps melted and was 
gone. 

Mr. Rosmore had never before beheld me 
attired like a butterfly. I had bewildered 
him with my gauzy wings. Startled him 
into compliments. Surely there was no dis- 
quieting sentiment in that. I had been a 
member of his household, a nurse and gov- 
erness to his son, for nearly ten years. He 
owed me a little flattery. 

Then I bathed my body in water and my 
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spirit in prayer, and, white-garmented, went 
downstairs. Reason was on her throne 
again. The government was safe. 

I heard a pounding on the hard road as 
I came up from the orchard with a basket 
of cherries for the breakfast board. In the 
drive I met the two Rosmore men coming 
in from a hard gallop. They drew rein, 
saluted, and leaped to earth. 

"I have learned more about the fonna- 
tion of this particular range than I ever 
knew before," said the man, proudly. " Ted 
has a good start in geology." 

I told him, then, about the wonderful old 
man in the bungalow in the wood who was 
teaching Theodore, and we were at once 
upon the old pleasant footing of every-day 
things. Ted, who had been foraging in my 
basket with his gauntletted hand, tried to 
bring Jakie in for a share of praise. But 
both of his cheeks were bulged with cher- 
ries, and he was inarticulate. I hurried on 
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to the house and the khaki-clad riders 
went on to the stable with the saddle- 
horses. 

Belle was arranging the flowers on the 
table when I entered. " Belle." Her name 
suggested both the flower and the calyxed 
chime. Sweet as a tall lily swaying on its 
stem and reverent-toned as a cathedral in- 
strument. Charlie called her, **A lyric 
woman, mute with woe." 

She came to me as I entered, showing an 
unwonted excitement in her manner. There 
had been some blossoming in her spirit over 
night. 

" Janey," she said, " I am writing a book. 
A story is in my heart. I have been all the 
hours since we returned from the ball alone 
with it — in the silence." 

It was only another anmmciationi She 
flamed into a madonna as I looked upon her. 
Her solace, then, was to be a book. I kissed 
her with deep emotion. 
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" I shall be godmother," I promised, sol- 
emnly. 

The hall was full of traps, guns and rods 
and boots and bridles. The men were to 
leave on an early train and it would take 
them an hour or so to look over and discuss 
the merits of different types of fishing-tackle 
and firearms, and the relative claims of high 
boots and low boots, rubber boots and put- 
tees, before they should finally decide which 
ones should go along. 

They had decided the matter of the sad- 
dles in the stable, Mexican being pushed 
aside for Canadian, English unhorsing the 
Colony, and Cavalry winning in the end. 
The father and son came in dusty and dashed 
up to get ready for breakfast. During the 
matin meal, which was usually enlivened by 
general conversation, not a feminine note 
was heard. 

Mr. Rosmore, evidently elated by this 
wonderful new conu^adeship, told of mining 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



THE MILITARY BALL 225 

perils and hunting experiences. But Ted 
matched him in describing personal encoun- 
ters, by land and sea, that made me sit up 
and gasp. No matter where Mr. Rosmore 
had adventured, his heir was not to be out- 
done. My Munchausen of the nursery had 
woven his fabric out of many a tale and was 
meeting thriller with thriller every time. 

His father listened with a laugh in the 
comer of his eye. But he did not make fun 
of the boy. He listened with the courteous 
attention that he would have given another 
man. 

I was glad of that. 

Theodore's Japanese servant came down 
with the knapsacks and dumped them on the 
floor with the other things. Then, after a 
strenuous hour or so, Mr. Rosmore and his 
son appeared in tramping suits and soft felt 
hats and announced themselves as ready for 
departure. 

They looked so amazingly alike that they 
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reminded me of Gulliver in his two imper- 
sonations. I told Mr. Rosmore that his boy 
was his miniature, and he seemed to be 
pleased. 

During the preparations Teddy had not 
thought often of me. 

That is the way of life; a woman must 
know when to let go and step back. 

I made up my mind before Ted was five 
years old that if I might have the joy and 
privilege of holding his hand in the begin- 
ning I would know when to loosen my clasp. 
I had in my thought, of course, the day when 
he should fall in love. I had not anticipated 
letting him leave me before that time. 

But this was just a little practice in the 
art of " hands off." 

Every mother and almost-mother needs it 
now and then. 

Jeff was going to take them to the station 
in the motor-car, and Ted leaped into his 
place without bidding me good-by. Then 
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Mr. Rosmore made his cordial farewells to 
Belle and me, and the ear was ofip and almost 
through the gate when I saw, through a 
foolish mist, Ted spring up and wildly wave 
his hands. Then, as the motor slowed, he 
jumped recklessly over the wheel and came 
dashing, crying hack: 

" Jakie! Jakie! I dxynft want to go mth- 
out yon! '* 

Then his arms were aroimd me and we 
cried. 

He had not forgotten me. 

GrO? Why of course he must gol And 
I should he waiting for his letters from the 
garden of the world. 

He clung to me. Until my last day I 
shall exult in that one thing. I did not have 
to be torn from him. He had to be torn 
from me. 

He was not ashamed to be little, now. 
Not even before his father. He woimd his 
legs around my waist and his arms aroimd 
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my neck. Our cheeks were together and 
divinely wet. But I carried him to the wait- 
ing man and he took him from my ann^. 

So was the barh drawn from my soul. 
And now with feet winged with pride I raced 
with the flying car as far as the outer gate, 
and there Teddy looked back and flung 
kisses and smiled. 

So they went on their journeying, and I 
walked through the house, when I had re- 
turned to it, and up to Ted's room. 

It was the first time that we had been 
separated since he was bom. 
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A BOOK OF WOMITn's HEAETS 

With the boy away Belle's book became 
the central sun of oiu* days. I was, meta- 
phorically, sewing the long seam and making 
clothes for the child that was to be. 

And yet a book is not a child, not an in- 
dividual; it is a Democracy. Into it throng 
the personalities that wait within the author's 
consciousness as a veiled procession waits to 
issue from a temple door. 

Some of these personalities make them- 
selves known. They speak and act and 
smile. They love and hate. They endure 
martyrdom or perform murder. 

'But more of them walk through the pages 
of the finished book imseen. Invisible to all, 
save the creator's eyes, as are those forms 
that press aroimd beyond the zone of sight. 

229 
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Sometimes a reader, scanning the printtd 
page, may catch the perf mne of a sentenoe, 
or watch for a hrief moment of surprise the 
frolic of a group of syllahles. But few can 
hear the pulse of laughter in the vibrant air 
from Words that are not yet made manifest. 

The process of composition is amazingly 
divine. 

Intangible thought takes form and a new 
Word dwells among us. A new expression 
amplifies the language. And still the radius 
is confined. It does not yet encompass our 
desires. There are wild elements within us 
uncrystallized in speech. 

Professor Warren had written many 
books, yet it appalled him that any one else 
should attempt to climb Parnassus. He 
pointed out the difiiculties. 

OBut Belle had the breath of God in her 
nostrils and was not afraid. 

Her pain-born message was for women. 
It required haste. 
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Charlie worried about her English. 

"I do not believe she can parse a sen- 
tence," he confided to me distressfully. But 
I laughed. 

" She can get her sentences over the hiu*- 
dle," I said, still dwelling on my conception 
of animate words. And I had a vision of 
a mighty troop of steed-like thoughts, and 
heard the hoof -beats of a thousand times 
ten thousand words trampling into a great 
conquering Book! 

Warren caught the whisk of the last tail 
of my mental company. 

" I suppose you mean," he said, " that 
Belle can express herself with horse-sense? 
Well, that's more than many writers do now- 
adays. But I hope she is not going to write 
a * book with a purpose.' She is not going 
to write a problem novel, is she, Jan? Shall 
I see yon pretty child harden into a smudgy- 
fingered reformer? '' He was truly troub- 
led at the appalling possibility. 
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" Here she comes. You can put the ques- 
tion to her." 

Belle came out and crossed the porch to 
shake hands with her fellow-craftsman. 

"Listen, beloved," he said, oratorically: 

** I do not purchase modem books: 
I should not care to give one. 
But as for purple pasts, Gadzooks, 
I'd rather read than live one! " 

" 'Omer's bloomin' lyre '' was strikingly 
familiar. But we laughed. 

" You can't live a purple past, now, you 
foolish old grammarian," I said, and he re- 
plied, cheerfully: 

" All right, then. I'll forget it! " 

Belle sat by the table, coaxing him to her 
side. He welcomed with unaffected enthu- 
siasm Wing, who was just then approaclring 
with claret-cup. 

" Jan," he said, after an interval in which 
he had begun to see things differently, " I 
don't know about that. We old fellows are 
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very likely to live in the past, be it pale or 
purple. We think ourselves bottled wine, 
cobwebbed with glory. We forget the cellar 
where we mellow under our vintage brand; 
and, drowsy with importance, we wait to 
give our color to the cup; move and to 
sparkle in the light; and then we fill one 
beaker — and are gone! " 

He rose, smiling tremulously, and 
stretched up his arms, chalice- wise : 

" Let me be a loving-cup at the lip of the 
world," he said, " a loving-cup of rare, spiced 
wme! 

I glanced at Belle. Her lips were parted, 
her eyes aglow. She did not think him melo- 
dramatic. 

She sprang up and tucked a scarlet poppy 
over his ear and kissed him on the forehead. 
He wiped his eyes with her hand. 

I started to go into the house, but 
a district messenger boy came whizzing 
through the gate on a bicycle. I had con- 
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jured all visions of disaster to Theodore, 
from a train wreck to the sting of a scorpion, 
before the yellow envelope reached my hand. 

There were two messages: mine, and one 
for Professor Warren. He had left word 
at the hotel that he meant to breakfast 
with the ladies of Rose Cottage, so the boy 
foimd him without delay. He tore oflP the 
envelope and read his aloud, while I was 
gathering courage to see what Fate was ten- 
dering me. 

The Bohemian Club in San Francisco in- 
formed the poet that he was expected to join 
the Hi Jinks in the Forest with all speed! 

He was bidding us good-by before I had 
opened my dispatch. There was a poem to 
be finished before train time. 

The younger men had heartened the gray 
minstrel. He was not forgotten! The cob- 
webs fell from the old bottle. A new label 
covered the old brand. 

Belle pulled out the ends of his bow-tic 
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and mended a rent in his sleeve while he 
looked happily on, stroking his gray beard 
and sighing like a furnace. 

Charlie's sighs were like a cat's purrs: 
signs of complete content. 

He went at last. His large figure in its 
suit of gray looked buoyant; his step was 
quickened with anticipation. The gay Jap- 
anese paper xunbrella that he always carried 
when he was in Southern California, bobbed 
like a giant, many-colored flower between 
the trees until he was out of sight. 

Then I read my telegram. It was the 
best of news. The Wordens were coming! 

I left Belle on the porch and hurried up 
to put the coolest rooms in order for my 
friends. They were to arrive that night. 

Beyond the fleeting visit that Mary had 
made me more than a year before I had not 
seen her. But the telephone had kept us in 
constant touch. Her clear voice had made 
the wire musical each morning. Still I was 
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in a flutter of delight over their coming, and 
wondered how that happiness had been timed 
to tide me over the month of Teddy's ab- 
sence. But that was soon explained. They 
had no sooner freed themselves from my 
embrace than the doctor said: 

" Rosmore wired, urging us to come and 
keep you from missing the boy too much. I 
must say he is a thoughtful chap.'* 

In the left side of the feminine thorax is 
a rib that must symbolize the one taken from 
Adam. I felt a distinct thrilling vibration 
there at the mention of this man's sympa- 
thetic kindness. 

Gratitude is strong in me. 

They were both delighted with the little 
house. We sat on the upper balcony and 
talked until the moon sank into the violet 
sea. The Pacific is as softly colored as the 
Mediterranean, and there is no range more 
glorious than the Heaven-touching hills of 
the silver gate. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



BOOK OF WOMEN'S HEARTS 237 

The Wdrdens were the kind of friends 
who will listen to the reading of a manuscript 
with real interest. Belle unbosomed herself 
of her book, talking eagerly, and yet with 
a faltering shyness. 

" She sits in her little gardened room and 
writes for hours at a time,*' I told them, with 
pride. " But she is so still about it you will 
hardly know a book is in the making, close 
at hand.'' 

Doctor John nodded, smoking fast. 

" That's good! That's hopeful augury," 
he said. " Great processes go on quietly. I 
knew a man who wrote a book and he sent 
me bulletins of his progress. In the last 
of these he informed me that he was 
writing with two souls. But when the 
book was finished it was not worth a 
damn." 

We laughed at this. And then Belle, who 
kept early hours, as authors should, went 
away to her own room. 
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"Wonderful girl, that,'* exclaimed the 
doctor. "God bless her brave heart! I'm 
glad she is here with you. You need a 
woman for a confidant, and so does she. Do 
you think she has wiped Martin oflF her slate 
ofUfe?" 

I told him of our one conversation con- 
cerning Belle's husband, and he pursed his 
lips and reached over to take Mary's hand. 
It looked white in his brown fingers. He 
stroked it gently as he said: 

" Well, it's the same to-day as it was in 
Mme. Necker's century. * A woman has not 
always the means to give, but she forgives 
like Heaven.' " 

"And yet," said Mary Worden, "there 
is in us what men, in the rare cases when 
it is revealed, call ' hardness.' There is no 
one so utterly implacable as the woman 
whom love has betrayed. She says she for- 
gives. And she does. For to forgive means 
to give-for. And for love she gives in- 
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difference, and indifference is colder than 
hate." 

"People who have been separated are 
often reunited," I urged. But she shook her 
head. 

"Not in the true, the spiritual sense. 
Love is the one fire that is never rekin- 
dled on the same hearth," she went on, while 
her husband's hand closed more tightly upon 
hers and his deep, calm eyes gazed fondly 
on her face. "It is impossible to rejoin 
broken faith." 

Belle had spoken the same philosophy to 
me. But I did not mention that. 

" In the silk factories of France," said the 
doctor, "they have a way of picking up 
frayed threads and twisting them with fin- 
gers wet in new milk. There is symbolism 
for you! Will not the milk of himian kind- 
ness assist in rebleriding severed lives? " 

He had the air of wanting a favorable 
decision on this. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



240 THE SUPPLANTER 

Women are learning the sex-loyalty that 
characterizes men: the merciful tolerance 
that pleads for the stumbler and asks that 
a fellow-man be given another chance. 

But here was a curious situation. Mary 
Worden and I understood Belle Wither- 
spoon's attitude of mind perfectly, and we 
imderstood each other. But while lucid to 
him in other things, speaking a language 
imderstandable to him upon every other 
theme beneath the sun, we could not make 
oiu'selves understood in this. 

" Belle forgives Martin for his desertion 
of her? " he asked. 

" Yes," Mary answered him. 

'' Will she take him back as her husband ? " 

'' No,'' said I. 

"Then she does not forgive him I She 
took him for better or worse. And what- 
ever he is she is his wife." 

It was simple enough to him. 

!But we knew that it was not law that made 
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Belle Martin's wife, for all the ring and the 
book. It was love. And when that love 
was dead, no law could bind her to him. 
But even John Worden could not see the 
truth. 

Men read the letter of the law. Women 
the spirit. 

Of course we felt sorry for Martin With- 
erspoon. We condoned his oflFenses like 
gods. He had not deceived us. 

Running by Belle's door, an hoiu* later, 
I heard her voice and softly peeped in. She 
was kneeling before the window, her face 
bowed in her arms. 

" Forgive us oiu* debts," I heard her pray, 
" as we forgive our debtors." 
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THE BEASON 

Captain Caie rode over from the fort to 
have tea with us in the rose and gray draw- 
ing-room. 

An army oflBcer is always a prince of 
chivalry. Garrison life is made beautiful by 
that fact alone. A youngster, fresh from 
the Academy, leams as the first command- 
ment in his set of military tactics that there 
are no old or ugly women. 

Cair would have been gallant to any one 
of my guests. But it was not lip-service 
that he tendered beautiful Mary Worden. 
They were delighted with each other, and 
renewed the acquaintance begun in the north- 
em headquarters with evident pleasure. 

Mary was a happy woman. One of the 

242 
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few whose domestic life was without a 
shadow of pain. She and the doctor were 
true lovers after thirty wedded years. But 
the unquenchable coquetry in her woman- 
breast put forth a blithe blossom for this son 
of Mars. 

The young soldier was in a merry and 
daring mood. He followed me about so 
closely that his spurs frequently caught in 
my flounces, although he had previously 
seemed to stand in awe of me. A man evi- 
dently feels more at ease with a woman 
after he has proposed to her. I heard him 
speak of me to my friends as " Janey." 

The doctor chortled at this and winked 
merrily at his wife. 

** Captain Cair is Theodore's under- 
study," I felt moved to explain. But the 
attractive trooper straightened his athletic 
shoulders and drew his heels together with 
a click. 

" Captain Cair is a suitor for Miss Allen's 
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hand/' he said in a low but wholly con- 
vincing voice. And he looked my old friend, 
Doctor John, in the eyes, squarely, I felt 
soothed and proud. 

"Why not?" the doctor signalled with 
his eyebrows from where he stood at the 
other side of the drawing-room. And I 
wig-wagged back over the tea-cups: 

"Too young!'' 

But I was almost fascinated by the sol- 
dier's change of manner. I saw a tendency 
in him to bully me. It warmed my vanity 
like wine. My peak of spinsterhood seemed 
less remote than it had «eemed before his 
unmixed reverence. But against the day of 
Teddy's possible enchantment I took the 
cavalrjrman hurriedly out to the porch to 
meet a crowd of girls who were just then 
arriving in a tally-ho. 

Among the lovely western lassies was a 
wee, shy creature named Hazel Dean from 
his own green Michigan. I left him with 
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the girl with the great startled eyes and flut- 
tering white throat, — left him for his love- 
curing. 

Remarkahle letters came in the post next 
morning from the valley. A himch at a 
time, since they had to be sent as the pony 
dispatch chanced to meet the two forest- 
rangers. Ted's scrawl smelled of balsam 
pine. It was plain that he was knee-deep 
in joy. But he missed me. He and his 
father were spending days and nights under 
the open sky. There was some talk of bears 
in the missive, but none of kisses. He closed 
very formally with, " Yours very Trooly." 
Mr. Rosmore did not write to me. 

I went back with Mary and John to San 
Francisco. Teddy would not leave the Yo- 
semite for a fortnight, and I thought I 
might meet him and bring him home, saving 
Mr. Rosmore the trip to Southern Califor- 
nia. The time seemed opportune for a shop- 
ping expedition to the larger city, and I 
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wanted to talk with a publisher concerning 
Belle's book. 

The day after I reached town I went over 
with the doctor to the Hall. 

The place was in its usual faultless order, 
but it was as dreary as the grave. 

One reason for this was the absence of the 
heartsome Irish couple whom I had left in 
charge. Seumas and Kathleen Featherlip 
had gone back to their green island to visit 
their only married daughter and welcome, 
with patriarchal ceremony, a coming grand- 
child. 

The household had been so perfectly sys- 
tematized that the machine part of it ran all 
right. But the atmosphere was inexpressi- 
bly gloomy. I realized the impossibility of 
returning there with Theodore. The doctor 
had been quite right in insisting upon his 
remaining south. 

Hilda was quite herself again with me. 
The odd resentment I had noticed while we 
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were in the North Tower was gone, and I 
was really happy over her changed attitude. 
We had a long talk in the linen-shrouded 
drawing-room, where I had gone to see 
•some of the newly acquired French por- 
traits. 

The woman, careworn now, and with her 
old bloom faded, seemed to enjoy being my 
guide over the house that I had rebuilt. 

I asked her about Mrs. Rosmore. 

" She is no better,*' Hilda said, sighing, 
and looking out of the window, listlessly. 
" My, little did I think she could go on so 
long like this! But then she is perfectly 
happy and I suppose I ought to be con- 
tented. But I am not satisfied. Some- 
times I feel that I am wasting my life stay- 
ing here.'* Tears were in her eyes. Her 
lips trembled. 

I knew what she meant. The elemental 
yearn was in Hilda's breast. I felt a deep 
compassion for her. What should I have 
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done without the child? She had been shut 
in for ten years. I wanted to turn her loose 
in the garden by the sea. 

" I wonder," I said, " if I could not come 
up and rest you for a little while. Perhaps 
you might arrange to go to San Diego and 
stay with Theodore while I came here.'* 

To my surprise she answered me inso- 
lently. Her brows drew together and she 
laughed: 

" No, thank you. You shall not play that 
game with me.'* 

" Game? Why, what are you talking 
about? " I demanded. " I wanted to help 
you — " 

" I reckon you would have hard work to 
get the neighbors to believe that," she said, 
sneeringly. " They know perfectly well 
what has been going on all this time. But 
I am no cat's-paw I" 

I sprang up and caught her by the shoul- 
der, shaking her. 
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" What do you mean? " I asked, hardly 
knowing my own voice. "What do you 
mean, Hilda Johnson? Tell me this mo- 
ment! " 

She shrugged imder my hand disdain- 
fully. 

" If you don't know you had better ask 
the Wordens," she said. 

Her spare figure in trim nurse's gown 
blurred before my vision as she went out 
the door. 

I sat quite still, unable to move, paralyzed 
by a sense of undefined but horrible himiil- 
iation. 

So I had not imagined the animosity. It 
was there. It had been there, serpent- 
f anged, all the time. 

I did not go up to Mrs. Rosmore's room. 
I waited for the doctor at the foot of the 
stairs. 

He looked hard at me when we got into 
the daylight. But we motored home with- 
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out making any revelations. Then we en- 
tered the house. 

" Mary I '* he hallooed softly through the 
halL She, from her distance, answered him 
and came with speed. " I see by Jan's face 
that the blow has fallen," he went on. 
" Come, now, and let us make the matter 
plain to her." 

Her fragrant arms closed around me. 

" What have you heard, dear? " she asked. 

I told her, briefly, and she and the doc- 
tor looked at each other. Then the man 
spoke: 

" Janey, do you remember Caesar's wife? " 

"Not personally," I parried, trying to 
laugh, the air was so tense, " but I believe 
she was above suspicion." 

"*Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as 
snow, thou shalt not escape calumny,' " — I 
heard my old friend's voice giving the words 
significance. But I had done no wrong. 
There was nothing in my soul, — nothing 
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but one deep look from a man's eyes. I 
seemed to be wrapped in a tangible garment 
of misery. I shook myself free with an 
eflFort. 

"What is it, Mary? Give me plain 
speech." 

" There has been gossip around the Hall 
about you since the Rosmores came back 
from Europe," she said, speaking rapidly, 
and with imusual heat, "the same horrid 
slander that is bound to attack any woman 
in a man's house. If we had been in early 
New England, you would probably have 
been accused of keeping Mrs. Rosmore be- 
witched while you won the love of her hus- 
band." 

"Ohl" I cried out at that. Then listened 
in silence. 

" But in California," she went on, " the 
slandering class is not metaphysical. The 
neighbors and servants do not charge you 
with the possession of an evil eye. But they 
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have thought that you were wilfully keeping 
Mrs. Rosmore crazed with drugs. The min- 
ute the talk reached us, John sent you away. 
Do you remember? '* 

I raised my head and nodded. I remem- 
bered. It is strange that I had been so abso- 
lutely imconscious of the hideous suspicion. 
It was, now, so amazingly clear. But I 
am, I am sure, slow of comprehension, as I 
am slow to rage. Both flared now. Flared 
but to settle into numb coldness as I asked: 

" Does Mr. Rosmore know? " 

" Not a hint. He has enough to bear," 
Doctor Worden answered, walking up and 
down the room in great agitation. "He 
would be the last to hear; the hypocrites are 
mealy-mouthed enough around him." 

"WhatshaUIdo?'' 

"Why, remain in San Diego 1 You are 
out of it there. But for the Lord's sake 
don't let Rosmore visit you! " 

" He was going to fetch Theodore home 
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— if I had not come up here," I said, faintly. 
" This slander must not touch him or the 
little boy — where shall I go? " 

" Jan," said the doctor, putting his hand 
on my shoulder very lovingly, '* you have 
sacrificed enough. Give up the boy. He is 
old enough now to be sent away to school. 
And marry that cavalry officer." 

"Why don't you, dear?" asked Mary. 
" Marriage is such a refuge for a woman." 

I shook my head woefully. 

" Think of some other way." 

"Go to Europe," cried John Worden; 
" take the kid to Germany. Have the old 
professor. Von Holtz, go with him and coach 
him, in the child-gardens, for the imiversi- 
ties. I'll speak to Rosmore and fix the mat- 
ter up for you. How about it? " 

" I cannot take the boy away from his 
father," I said. 

" Then, by thimder, you have got to go 
anyway! '* 
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We left it at that. Mary took me up- 
stairs and told me I had headache. 

" Do not be too much concerned over this 
miserable business," she said. " It will all 
come out right some way. Give your good, 
brave philosophy a hearing now. Remem- 
ber nothing stays long at the top of the 
wheel. Little and big troubles alike turn 
into the dust along with eversrthing else, 
whether it be joy or sorrow. I really feel 
much better now that it is all out, and you 
are aware of how the matter stands. It has 
been hard to keep the secret all these years." 

" You are absolutely sure that Mr. Ros- 
more does not suspect?" I asked again. 
This seemed to be the most important point 
in my consciousness. 

" Entirely sure," she said. " And he must 
not hear a syllable of it. If he thought that 
your heroic sacrifice for him and his had been 
so foully rewarded he would do some furious 
thing that would make the slander public. 
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That would be the worst thing that could 
happen for all concerned. So far the gossip 
is local, and confined to the HaU and its 
immediate environs. Rosmore must not 
know." 

" He must not know," I echoed. Then 
she laid cool kisses on my eyes arid left me, 
advising slumber. Curiously enough I did 
fall asleep. 

But I dreamed that I was again trying 
to nourish at my breast another woman's 
child. 
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THE PYBRHIC DANCE 

Maey wakened me. I saw that it was 
dark. 

" Janet," she said, " John is at Rosmore 
Hall; he has just telephoned me that Hilda 
is alarmingly sick and must go at once to 
the hospital for an operation. There is no 
one to stay with Mrs. Rosmore." 

I was up and getting into my clothes, 
with my old professional swiftness, before 
she finished her sentence. 

"Please tell the doctor that I will be 
right over." 

" Janet," she answered on her way to the 
telephone, "you are a good and a brave 
woman." 

266 
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It was not a matter of heroism. A nm^e 
goes where she is needed. In that respect 
she is like a soldier. I did not like to go 
to the Hall. But the servants had never 
been permitted to stay with Mrs. Rosmore. 
It was certainly my duty to stand guard. 
The doctor had taken his car, and Mary sent 
for a cab for me. I was ready by the time 
it came. The driver opened the door, and 
Mary, who had come out to give the man 
instructions, put me in and kissed me. 

" I hate to have you cross that threshold," 
she said, " but thank goodness you are here! 
I don't know what John would do now with- 
out youl" She was almost crying as she 
turned away. The situation appeared to 
stampede her orderly ideas. 

"Nonsense!" I laughed, and told the 
driver to hurry. 

We made good speed, but as we turned 
into the narrow street that led to the Ros- 
more property, which was beyond the edge 
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of town, a stone whizzed by my cheek and 
another barely missed my head. 

The driver rose in his place and looked 
back, cursing fearfully. 

But I assured him that it must have been 
an accident. The missiles could not have 
been meant for us. Then we turned into 
the park gates, and up from the bushes 
sprang a dozen or more hooting, reviling, 
mud-throwing women and men. I was 
mobbed. There was no doubt of that from 
the first awful insult that was hissed at me. 

The cabman lashed his frightened horse 
through a pack of snarling, ferocious human 
animals who were in full cry on the trail. 
I was the quarry. Their cries ended and 
began with appalling names. The gift of 
speech is said to be the mark that separates 
man from beast, but I cowered imder a tor- 
rent of defaming words that did not seem 
to me to make man the super-animal. Stones 
shattered the carriage windows, but the mob 
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fell back as we dashed up to the Hall. The 
house seemed sanctuary. The driver, fright- 
ened but game, stopped and I opened the 
cab door, alighted, and went up the steps. 
A man stepped out of the shadows of the 
porch and leered at me without words. 

The cab-driver, who had been instructed 
by Mrs. Worden, called: 

" Shall I wait for the sick lady, ma'am? " 

And I answered, "Yes. You have the 
directions? " 

"You want her took to the horspital, 
don't you? " 

I answered " Yes," from the door. 

How slight a thing confirms a base sus- 
picion. 

A fearful yell, threatening and sinister, 
followed the dialogue. This yell began in 
a few throats near the house and culminated 
in many voices at the outer gate. 

I learned afterwards that the words had 
been misinterpreted. 
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The indignant populace had heen in- 
formed that I was going to send Mrs. Ros- 
more away to a madhouse in the absence 
of her husband, and install myself as mis- 
tress of the Hall. 

But now I had no time to parley with 
public opinion; Hilda, in whose bitter breast 
the rumor had doubtless blossomed, was suf- 
fering. I went straight to her room, which 
was an antechamber to Mrs. Rosmore's 
apartment on the second floor, and found 
the doctor waiting anxiously. 

" I will take her in the cab," he said, mop- 
ping his worried brow, " and leave my motor 
here imtil morning. You can get along all 
right, Jan, girl." 

^*An right," I smiled. I did not teU 
him of my experiences. Personal annoy- 
ances are unimportant when there is a battle 
on with Pain. 

We could not get the poor woman 
dressed. So I covered her well with a blan- 
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ket and wrapped her from head to foot in 
a long cloak that had been hanging in the 
entry. 

She shook her head in protest when she 
noticed this garment. It was Mrs. Ros- 
more's. The blue cloth, embroidered in 
golden lilies, that the invalid wore when 
Hilda took her out on the balcony for the 
air. It was doubtless familiar to the neigh- 
bors, and strengthened the impression that 
Mrs. Rosmore was the woman who was 
being taken away. But there had been no 
time to look about for anything else. 

We carried Hilda down, crying and 
struggling with agony; and the doctor fol- 
lowed her into the cab and supported her 
with his kind arm. 

I was glad that there was no further hoot- 
ing. Eversrthing was quiet as they drove 
away. 

A soft light from the chandelier fell on 
the Assyrian tapestry that occupied the 
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space over the stairway. The shadowy fig- 
ures on the ancient background seemed in- 
stinct with life. They appeared to leap 
menacingly at me as I ascended. 

Mrs. Rosmore was asleep in the beautiful 
room that I had helped design for her: an 
airy, arched chamber, painted by a Rapha- 
ello of the modem day with roses and young 
saints. 

The cherubs smiling down upon her from 
the ceiling were portraits of Theodore at 
the age of three. I had coaxed him to pose 
for the artist with the understanding that 
his face should be the first that his mother 
would look upon in the morning and the last 
at night. But for seven years the evening 
and the dawning had left my promise un- 
fulfiUed. 

I sat by the bed now and gazed upon her 
beauty with awe. 

She had been unconscious of the passing 
years and they had left no blight upon her. 
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She was as exquisitely lovely as she had been 
that day when David Rosmore came out of 
the hills and saw her face. Her golden 
lashes lay upon her softly tinted cheeks. 
Her lips were as a child's. Her small 
breasts rose upon her even breath and fell 
again like lilies on a wave. 

The shght lines of her figure, outlined by 
the white silk coverlet, were statuesque, full 
of repose. But there was about the room a 
tense stillness, a sort of waiting hush. 

The long strain had begun to tell on me. 
I looked about. Any disarray would have 
seemed a relief. 

But it was as orderly as a marble tomb. 
Beyond my racing pulses there was no sign 
of life save that which fluttered in the white 
throat of the woman on the bed. 

Complete weariness of body and soul mas- 
tered me. " The earth was without form 
and void and darkness covered the face of 
the deep." 
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It seemed to me in those hours that the 
work of my hands, which I had believed 
good, had cmmbled into dust and ashes. 

I had brought up a child. And now there 
was danger of shame reaching him through 
me. The hemlock at my lips was bitter in- 
deed. 

I felt like a very old woman when, in the 
antechamber, I imdressed and threw myself 
down on Hilda's bed. 

Napoleon boasted that he could sleep 
soundly on the eve of battle. I have won- 
dered how he rested after a losing fight. 
When night fell, say, on Mont St. Jean. 
Not well, probably. Women are better at 
that. I slept. But I do not know how long. 

I was awakened suddenly by a glare in 
my face. In a moment I was in Mrs. Rx)s- 



more's room. 



The wall toward the stairway was a sheet 
of flame. And before this blazing altar, 
white robed, her golden hair sentient, vibra- 
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ting with light and falling around her like 
a quivering fleece, moved Edith Rosmore 
in a pyrrhic dance — incarnate spirit of the 
fire. 

Wild pink was in the hollows of her lifted, 
beckoning arms. The lambent azure of her 
eyes flashed with appalling splendor. Now 
leaping as the sparks flew upward, now 
swirling with a cloud of lurid smoke, she 
trod her terrible measures like a bacchante 
drunk with flame, her red mouth full of fiery 
laughter. 

And now she approached the wall, raising 
a strange chant, and woidd have walked into 
the pyre had I not caught and held her. I 
had expected a struggle, but after a brief 
moment's straining in my arms, she yielded 
quietly. Even then, as I held her to my 
breast and swept the silken cover of the bed 
around her form, I had a vision of her face 
and hair in the sudden sweeping column of 
blue flame that rushed before me. 
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She made no resistance when I half -car- 
ried, half -dragged her to the window and 
pressed the hidden spring that opened the 
sask The smoke billowed after us, and, 
with almost superhuman strength, I got out 
with her upon the broad sill. 

From this point I could see that the Ros- 
more buildings were all in flames. The 
North Tower was a titanic pillar of fire. 
The roaring volume behind rushed upon us. 

A strong-fibered wistaria still grasped the 
eaves, although its base was crackling, and 
with Mrs. Rosmore hugged against my 
breast, I managed to secure hold of the giant 
vine with one hand and to find enough rest 
for the sole of my bare foot to enable me to 
swing away from the flame-belching win- 
dow. I heard the fire company coming up 
the hill. It seemed long before they turned 
in the gates. But we hung there suspended 
against the blistering wall and waited. My 
hair burned with a hissing sound. But Mrs. 
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Rosmore's face was in my bosom and the 
silk quilt still protected her. I saw the vine 
burst into light above us, the converging 
wings of fire on either side draw near, before 
a blare of water struck the wall. Then came 
the shouts of the firemen and the rasp of a 
ladder against the charred boards. Muscu- 
lar arms lifted me, with Mrs. Rosmore in 
my embrace, and we were carried thus, to- 
gether, to the ground. 

The great sound of cheers seemed like a 
wave of cool green water. But above the 
pleasant, cradling billow rose a sharp^ re- 
morseful wail: 

" O God, what have we done? /* is Mrs. 
Rosmore! And the other woman has saved 
her I'' 

So the people had set the house on fire! 

The thought drifted in with the greater 
pain. Then I lost consciousness. 

Pain lashed me back to a sense of things. 
I saw that day had come. The dew upon 
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the hedgerows tempted me, for I suffered 
intolerable thirst. I tried to rise, and turned 
my bandaged head to see where I was, and 
to call for water. But with one glance I 
beheld that which made me indifferent to 
my imagined need. The surroundings were 
dear enough. 

I was in the tea-house, that little pavilion 
at the end of the rose-garden where I had 
fought out my bitter grief alone when the 
Rosmores returned from Europe, and I saw 
Theodore ride on his father's shoulder up 
the path and into the house to his mother. 

But now, in the gray dawn, I could dis- 
cern a cot similar to the one I occupied, 
upon which lay Edith Rosmore, with her 
garments shimmering around her, in the 
light, like cloth of silver. Doctor Worden 
was on his knees beside her, gazing into the 
perfect face, steadfastly. Mary, tense as a 
woman of stone, stood by. Neither of them 
looked at me. I wondered that they did not 
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hear my heart beating, for the voices of the 
morning were still and a waiting silence 
brooded over all the place. 

The light changed from gray to rose. A 
ray touched Mrs. Rosmore's closed eyes and 
she stirred. Doctor Worden took her slen- 
der wrist in his big hand. I saw her eyes 
open and regard him wonderingly. Then 
she pushed him gently aside and sat up with 
a radiant, confident glance around. 

''David:' she called, "David!'' It was 
the cry of mate to mate. 

Mary Worden gave one glance at me. A 
glance in which that godlike quality we call 
friendship was revealed in its perfection. 
Then she laid David Rosmore's wife back 
on her couch with soothing and promises. 
And, again, there was no sound in the gar- 
den but the beat of that wrenching engine 
in my breast. Then a bird woke in the 
thicket and called its young. Edith Ros- 
more murmured, softly, and nestled among 
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her pillows. I saw her hand flutter over 
them, searchingly. Then she stretched out 
her arms: 

" You have taken away my little baby," 
she complained. " Bring me my baby, if 
you please!" 
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BENTUNCIATION 

There is no event in the course of human 
experience that may not be met with equa- 
nimity. 

Stupendous tragedies approach, like ap- 
parently overwhelming storm-waves on the 
sea, only to be mounted and ridden before 
a gale that gives to the soul or to the ship, 
as may be, a long, strong impetus toward a 
desired port. 

Apprehension of disaster may appall, 
but imminent danger finds one without 
fear; and a reviewed calamity is seldcmi 
disquieting. 

Once past, a trouble takes its place among 
others of its kind. Its formidable shape, its 
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terrific hue modified and conformed with 
the shapes and hues of innumerable prede- 
cessors into one common mass — dead as 
the levelled mountains of the frozen moon. 

The imreality of sorrow and the illusion 
of pain are subjects set forth by the meta- 
physicians in bewildering phraseology. But 
we women know that we sometimes stand 
apart from the very scenes in which we are 
the leading actors, and consider with dis- 
passionate, stranger judgment the parts we 
play, saying to the selves that weep, " Be 
comforted," and warning the selves that 
triumph, " This, too, shall pass away." For 
all emotions are transient. The soul moves 
onward wreathed with remembrances as 
with a garland. And in the after-time it 
may be found that the most fragrant of 
these memory-flowers are the ones that blos- 
somed on the vine of pain. 

My retiun to St. John's was as a linen- 
swathed patient. But my old comrades of 
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the surgical staff poured oil of kindness on 
my spirit as they dressed my outer hurts. 

I stayed in that hushed chamber among 
the whispering pines until I was well enough 
to let Mary Worden carry me home with 
her. 

Mrs. Rosmore's recovery was, of course, 
the topic of the time. The newspapers did 
not spare details. The anatomists of the 
soul held open clinics. But, fortunately, 
as with other anatomists, there were some 
things they coidd not know. One fact was 
evident: the lady had recovered her reason 
during the fire which destroyed her home. 
The " faithful nurse " was duly praised. It 
was suggested that she was worthy of a Car- 
negie medal. 

Mr. Rosmore and Theodore had been at 
the hospital every day since they reached 
San Francisco, upon their hurried recall 
from the Yosemite. But I had not, as yet, 
been able to see them. 
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They had taken up their residence at the 
Palace Hotel, and Mr& Rosmore^ while 
much like a returned exile, was well and 
apparently happy. Mary, however, de- 
scrihed the first meeting of the mother and 
son, at which she was present, as one of 
beart-rendmg pathos. 

She had, herself, coached Theodore in the 
part he was to play« 

" You know, dear," Mary said, ** all these 
years that have heen making you a faig boy 
have passed like a dream to your mother. 
She cannot make herself believe a great fel- 
low like you is really her own wee baby. 
So foe as little as you can when you go in 
— and very loving." Then she told him 
how his mother had come out of her long 
delusion calling for him. And his eyes were 
wet with understanding. 

"You ought to have seen him crumple 
up his legs and stoop when be went into the 
room,'* Mary said to me. "He tarfcd to 
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make himself appear small. Mr. Rosmore 
was trembling when he went over and lifted 
his wife's hand to his lips. 

" * Here is your son, Edith/ he said, ' our 
boy, Theodore.' 

" The color swept out of her face and die 
lifted her eyes," Mary went on. *' Theo- 
dore was pale, but mighty fine. * Mamma,' 
he tried to say, as I had instructed him, but 
the word failed on his lips. They stared at 
each other until she burst into tears. 

" It was a terrible moment, Janeyl 

" * I do not know him, I do not know him,' 
she cried, *I want my babyl' Theodore 
swung on his heel and walked away and out 
of the room. His father found him on the 
steps of the hospital. The nurses had re- 
fused to let him in to see you. But he would 
not budge until John went after him and 
brought him here. Then we could not per- 
suade him to go to bed. He slept on the 
rug outside your door." 
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"Mary!" I cried, at that, ''Mary, 
Mary!" 

" I don't believe you ought to be glad, 
Jan," she said, " But how can you help it? " 

Theodore was in the house I Then that 
scraping and nudging against the door that 
I had noticed, from time to time, was not 
one of the doctor's dogs! It would be hard 
to convey the emotion I felt when this 
knowledge came to me. Then came a morn- 
ing when, without obtaining permission, he 
burst into my room and dashed upon my bed. 
I was masked with chiffon and bound with 
linen, but the kisses and tears which he show- 
ered upon me made me well. 

" I'm never, never, never going to leave 
you, Jakie! " he sobbed. And that gave me 
strength to point out his duty to his house. 
We talked a long time and I tried to present 
the matter fairly. 

We were both quite old and desolate when 
he went away. 
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A week later I was up in my wing-chair 
by a garden-fronting window. Mary had 
swathed me in a white veil, and when Mr. 
Rosmore called she let him come in. 

He was very pale. He advanced toward 
me swiftly, then came to an abrupt halt at 
my side — and had nothing to say. 

How futile it is to even try to put emotion 
into speech! 

He looked at my scarred hands, but he 
did not touch them. I heard in his throat 
that same harsh sob that I had heard once 
before, when, with Theodore's scorched curls 
against my bosom, I had seen the dark head 
of this man close to my knee. 

I thought, dully, that his hair had grown 
gray. 

He took the chair I indicated near the 
table and hfted a rose from the bowl. I 
could see that one trouble had made way for 
another in his heart. I rallied for self -con- 
quest. 
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" You must give me a whole volume of 
news," I said, lightly, smiling through my 
veiL " I do not know who is president I " 

" Have you seen Ted? " he asked. 

" Oh, yes. And he cured me of all my 
blistered woes. But do tell me how the days 
go by with Mrs. Rosmore. Is she quite 
well? " 

" Quite," he answered, " thanks to you — 
you wonderful woman — " He stopped, 
then went on with a smile. " She wanted 
to come to you with her gratitude; but you 
know we have not been allowed to see you. 
And this morning I wanted to talk with 
you, about Theodore, alone." 

I leaned forward, and he laughed, shortly. 

"In fact the work that you have been 
doing (and I have been rejoicing in), the 
work of making a man of Ted, is thrown 
away upon his mother. Edith is terribly 
disappointed to find him a big, strapping 
fellow. She mourns for her baby — " 
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" I can understand," I said, remembering 
what his babyhood had meant to me, 

"You always understand," said David 
Rosmore. 

He got up and b^gan pacing the room- 

" Ted is a brick. He tries to adapt him- 
self to the new conditions. But do you 
know. Miss Allen, I do not believe much 
in this idea that there is a special affinity 
between parents and children. Now one 
might think that this mother and child, so 
curiously separated, would fly to each other's 
arms in perfect love and sympathy. But 
as a matter of fact they do no such thing 
— they are still strangers. You know he 
cannot think of any one but * Jakie.* *' 

He said the little foolish name with a 
smile. But my conscience whispered: " The 
supplanter/^ I was very wretched. Some 
way, it seemed, I was to blame. I must 
have been to blame 1 

The room was very still; vibrantly quiet. 
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"What can I do?" I murmured. "I 
want, very much, to help you." 

He came over to my chair and looked 
down again at my hands. He caught them 
in his own for one second. Then very gently 
freed them and turned away. 

" I know that," he said, brokenly. " Oh, 
Janet, I know that." 

He had never called me " Janet " before. 
I was glad the chiflFon covered my face. 

"Will you tell me just how I can?" I 
inquired, faintly. He stood a while at the 
window in silence, but I do not think he saw 
the doctor's terraced lawn. When he turned 
the captain of his soul was in command 
again. 

" I have some important mining opera- 
tions started in Japan," he said, briskly, 
" and I thought of taking Mrs. Rosmore 
and the boy over for a stay among the 
islands. The trip would set Edith up in 
fine shape and we should all have an oppor- 
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tunity of getting acquainted again. But the 
trouble is — Ted does not want to go. In 
fact, he has declared against it, sturdily." 

His look was half -amused, half -depreca- 
ting. 

"What do you think I had better do 
about it? " he added. 

" Oh, I am sure he will go — willingly I " 
I cried, impulsively. 

" It startled me to find my little boy 
transformed into a fellow-man, capable of 
opposing me," said David Rosmore. " I 
had a sudden impulse to thrash him into 
submission — " 

"Ah — " My throat contracted. I 
must have turned pale, for, although he must 
have sensed rather than seen that, he came 
toward me, hurriedly. " I did not, of 
course," he smiled. 

"And you will not — when you have 
taken him away from me? " 

I could not help saying it. I could " loose 
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him and let him go/' but the thought that 
even his father's hand might fall upcm him, 
in violence, unnerved me. 

I have often wondered how mothers en- 
dure the blows that fall upon their children! 
Were I a wife I am quite certain that I 
could condone and find excuse for any 
wrong that might be committed against me. 
But I would leap at the throat of the man 
I loved if he should strike my child. 

I was a jungle tigress, in spirit, at the 
mere thought of David Rosmore's impulse 
to thrash Teddy. 

I do not think that men understand this 
quality in women. Mr. Rosmore looked at 
me rather curiously as I struggled for self- 
control. Then he answered quite lightly, 
as he sat down again by the table: 

" I guess Theodore is led rather more eas- 
ily than he is driven. Won't you trust me 
to be a good father? " 

A promise seemed to lie behind his words. 
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His eyes were kind. I laughed, tremu- 
lously, and agreed. 

" When do you expect to sail? '' I asked, 
as he bent over the roses. 

" That really depends upon Ted. I do 
not like to urge him against his will to ac- 
company us. But I should be glad if the 
idea of the voyage appealed to him. May 
be you can put the matter to him in such a 
way that — " 

He hesitated and turned just as I became 
aware that Teddy had entered the door. 

The lad smiled at me and then went up 
to his father, offering his manly little hand. 

" I heard what you said, sir, when I was 
comin' up the stairs," he explained. " An' 
of coiu'se I'll go. An' I'm goin' to stand 
by you an' — an' mamma — in everything, 
like Jakie told me to." 

I could not see much. But I knew that 
David Rosmore had his son in his arms. 
And I know if there were any ache in his 
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heart the pressure of that young cheek ban- 
ished it. 

I did not see Mr, Rosmore again, after 
this morning's brief farewell. But Teddy 
was with me almost constantly until the 
hour for sailing. 

Mary and John went with them to the 
ship. But I walked up to a height over- 
looking the bay and saw the Nippon point, 
like a grayhound, for the trail of the sea. 

My arms were empty. My work was 
done. I was thankful to be alone in the 
mountains, for my heart was heavy with its 
unuttered cry. 

It was late when I roused myself to go 
back to the house. The heavens were dark 
above me, and the sea hung a green curtain 
over my shaken world. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

FACING THE SITUATION 

Aptee watching Mary's several unsuc- 
cessful attempts to thread a needle I glanced 
at her eyes. They were brimming with 
tears. 

We were sewing and talking, womenwise, 
on the veranda of her house. The moun- 
tains swam in purple mist before us and we 
heard the talking river in the glen. But 
Mary was not crying over the scenery, as 
Charlie might have done. 

I was on my knees beside her in a moment, 
tossing the work recklessly on the tea-cart 
close at hand. 

" What is it, Mary? " I begged. 

" Oh, Jan, girl, it's you — you poor dar- 
ling! " she sobbed, her arms around me. 

285 
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I put my shorn head on her fragrant 
bosom and cried. Cried as a child cries on 
its mother's breast — for the sheer luxury 
of crying. My heart was a vase of tears 
unsealed by her sympathy. I emptied it 
to the last drop. 

" To think what you have had to give up/' 
Mary said, sadly. " First your profession, 
and all it meant to you; then the ten best 
years of yoiu* life; only to let the boy go 
into a stranger's keeping at last. It is a 
cruel return for your sacrifices." 

I struggled with the temptation to be 
sorry for myself. But I won the skirmish. 
The light fell upon my friend's noble face. 
Two of her boys had gone out into the world. 
But she sat there calm and serene in the con- 
sciousness that she had fitted them for their 
life-work. A mother's part in the scheme 
is soon finished, at best. I, who was only 
a mother in spirit, had no real reason to 
complain because Theodore left me at the 
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age of ten instead of at twenty. I told 
Mary so. And she was very quiet as I rose 
from my knees and took the low wicker 
chair hy the rail of the porch. Cleo, the 
doctor's favorite hound, came from her place 
at the top of the steps and put her slim head 
in my lap. Her long eyes held questioning. 

" She understood you," Mary exclaimed. 
" Her puppies have gone, she knows not 
where, hut she is evidently seeking for some 
heart-easing philosophy. Tell her more. 
Your reasons apply to her calendar. For 
the youth of the puppy dog is indeed brief. 
But, my dear Janet, you had not half fin- 
ished with the raising of Theodore 1 " 

I patted Cleo's head, and gave her a pep- 
pennint wafer from the bonbon-box on the 
tea-tray. But I had no answer for Mary. 

I knew that there was much that she 
wished to say of the Rasmores, father and 
son. But there were no words with whidi 
to dothe her thoughts. And I could not 
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have borne it had she tried to put my sacred, 
unnamed grief into the jarring vehicle of 
common speech. 

I sprang up and waved my white scarf 
to the hills. 

" I'm a free woman, Mary, mavoiuneen/' 
I laughed. " What shall I wear at dinner? " 

" White," she answered. " Yoiu* crepe 
de chine is sweet — " 

" * Sweet and low,' " I acknowledged. 
And her laugh brought John out of the 
library. 

"What's this, what's this?" he cried, so 
evidently delighted with signs of mirth that 
I realized that I must have been glooming 
around considerably. 

" Janet is her self again," his wife replied. 
" I hope you have asked some interesting 
men up to dinner." 

" Carson is coming, and the general will 
be here," the doctor said. 

*' Carson? You do not mean Gregg Car- 
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son, do you? " I was immensely surprised 
and pleased. 

"Yes. Met him this morning. He is 
just back from Hawaii. He asked for you 
and for Isabel. You know he used to be 
in love with Belle! " 

Mary and I looked at each other signifi- 
cantly. Match-making bees began to hum 
in our respective bonnets. I went up to my 
room absorbed in plans for Belle's happi- 
ness. Gregg Carson was a millionaire — 
and a Man! 

The Wordens' hospitality was of an elas- 
tic character. When I went down to the 
drawing-room that evening I found another 
dinner-guest, a stalwart Englishman, Mr. 
Forbes-Gray, who had bought a ranch ad- 
joining the Worden acres, and was acquir- 
ing excellent impressions of America from 
his neighbors. A blond giant whom I 
should have loved to see in satin small- 
clothes. 
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"Bless my Stars and Stripes, Janeyl" 
General Charlton cried, as he crossed the 
room to meet me, "you are prettier than 
ever with that mop of copper strands." 

He touched my short hair with his big 
hand and turned away with wet eyes. Then, 
with his arm around me, we went down the 
long room together as lightly as though we 
were treading the measures of a dance. I 
went out to dinner with Gregg Carson, and 
I know that I looked well under the candle- 
light. Mr. Forbes-Gray, across the flower- 
laden board, listened to me with an interest 
that was piu^ely tribute to my toilette, for 
he did not seem to understand what I said. 

Mary, whose white hands tossed the in- 
visible ball of conversation here and there, 
wore an amethyst-colored gown clasped at 
the shoulder in classic fashion with buckles 
of gems set in silver. 

Her ample mother-figure was veiled with 
these soft draperies from shoulder to hem. 
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There was no girdle for her noble waist. 
She looked like a Greek matron proud of 
her estate of womanhood. 

It is a pity that the conditions of modem 
life compel mature women to follow fash- 
ions that are at once uncomfortable and 
ridiculous. A large lady in a small dress 
is a sight to cause tears. I wonder that 
the home-sheltered and leisure-commanding 
women do not abolish the custom of tight 
clothing and tight shoes, even though the 
business woman finds a peplum or kimono 
unsuitable for her needs. 

The desire to preserve the line of beauty 
has made fashion what it is. But as youth 
passes, the ideal is not shattered. It is 
merely changed. Psyche may wear a jew- 
elled zone about her slim body, but the robe 
of Venus is, or should be, unconfined. 

I regarded Mary with deep favor as I 
thought of these things. Then I heard 
Gregg Carson saying: 
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'" Janet, you are as slim and beautiful as 
you were ten years ago. By Jove, it seems 
strange to me that women will let their 
waists grow big — " 

I laughed as I acknowledged his praise. 

So, after all, the men are to blame for 
fashion's tyrannies. I carefully pushed 
aside the potatoes on my plate, the tiny, 
round, green-parsley-etched potatoes! It 
was my first sacrifice to form. 

"Have you seen Mrs. Witherspoon?" I 
asked, making my initial move in the 
game of match-making. He turned almost 
roughly. 

" Do not call her that,*' he said, hoarsely. 
"Do not speak of her — to me — by that 
man's name." 

I saw that I should not have much work 
to do. 

" I have not seen her," he went on. " I 
have written. But she has not been willing 
to receive me. She is writing some con- 
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founded book that she thinks is going to 
satisfy her life." 

"But she has not divorced Martin," I 
expostulated. 

"Why," — he seemed greatly surprised 
— " do you not know Witherspoon is 
dead? " 

Doctor John saw my look of blank amaze- 
ment. 

" What is it, Jan? " he called. 

"I did not know — until now — about 
Martin," I faltered. 

Mary answered as the doctor nodded. 

" It was while you were ill, dear." 

"And Belle?" 

" She is in Rose Cottage. John and the 
general and Charlie Warren have all been 
down. It is well with her." 

" That is why you came? " I turned to 
Mr. Carson. 

" That's why I came," he said. " Why, 
Janet, I have loved her since she was so 
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high." His hand measured the height of 
the table. His voice was broken and low. 
He poured out his heart in hurried speech: 

"I thought she would let me see her, 
after all these years. But she is all taken 
up with her book. As though a book could 
keep me away from her! " 

" I say/' Mr. Forbes-Gray observed, " I 
believe you two people are talking love over 
there." 

" We are," I admitted, smiling. But he 
came to me about it again after we had 
returned to the drawing-room. 

" Were you really talking about getting 
married — while we dined? " he asked, wish- 
ing to make a note of the custom of frank 
speech in the States. But I reassured him; 
and we took our coflFee together calmly. 

I thought of Martin Witherspoon when 
I went upstairs. Poor shade! once so well 
beloved, and now gone; his foolish, trivial 
gambling with love all over; his wrong- 
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doing become the magic shroud that cov- 
ered him from remembering tears as well 
as from blame. I sat long in the purple 
night. And a feeling came over me that 
he and I were again friends. 

The days passed. I began to realize that 
I must plan for many of them, and set about 
it without delay. 

My personal fortune was not large, but I 
rejoiced that I should not be compelled to 
support myself by my old profession. I 
declined Mr. Rosmore's awkwardly ex- 
pressed but most generous intention to settle 
a large income upon me in Theodore's name. 
But, after some difficulty, I persuaded Doc- 
tor Worden to rent Rose Cottage for me, 
just as it stood, and the end of the season 
found me at home. 

Belle had kept the place up for me. And 
when I clasped her in my arms I was amazed 
at the brilliancy of her look, the joy in her 
eyes. The humiliation had gone from her 



Digitized by 



Google 



296 THE SUPPLANTER 

face. She was not ashamed of Martin any 
more! 

It was good to be in the rose-and-gray 
drawing-room. The Inness painting at the 
far end opened into a world of blossoming 
things. Spring was in the land. My 
heaven-saluting balcony offered me arms of 
peace when I went up, that evening of my 
return, and saw the stars over the Sierras. 
The garden sent me a thousand fragrances. 
I liked to think that there was a welcome in 
the birds' songs. 

But when the night had come I went 
across to Teddy's room — and went in and 
closed the door. 

Charles Warren came over to breakfast 
with us the next morning. We had our 
coflPee on the cool veranda in the old way. 
And, except for my short hair, I seemed the 
same Jan Allen that I had been before that 
epic hour in Rosmore's burning hall. 

The old poet had loved all women too 
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well to be able to choose a wife from among 
them. But he was lonely now, and the years 
smote him. He looked doubtful when we 
spoke of Beliefs book, and deplored mo- 
dernity with tears. The new feminist prop- 
aganda was a thorn in his side. It seemed 
shocking to his sensibilities that daisy-string- 
ing fingers should be clutching at the wheels 
of the political machine. 

"Leave woman's suffrage out of your 
book, my child,"" he entreated with so much 
fervency that he was almost offended when, 
without argimient, she agreed to follow his 
advice. 

" I see no reason why I should plead for 
what is so surely coming,'' said Belle With- 
erspoon. " Industrial and educational con- 
ditions have made equal suffrage a necessity. 
It is not a matter of sentiment. It is an 
evolution, a sequence. Women have always 
performed their part in the labor of the race. 
They have borne and reared their yoimg. 
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but they have also been partners of men in 
the struggle upward, and they wiU continue 
to be partners until the end is attained." 

Belle wore a pink-cambric gown and her 
cheeks were as roses. A smile tugged at 
the comer of the old man's mouth. He 
loved beauty as a bee loves a flower. But 
he liked honey-dew from such sweet lips. 

" You are not going to harangue politics 
at me, are you, dear? I want you and Jan 
to remain gentle, feminine, soft-voiced 
Ruths among this Babylonian tumult of 
striving, strident females — " 

He stopped, overcome by his own elo- 
quence. And Belle, who saw that he had 
not paid the least attention to her serious 
words, gave up the idea of discussing the 
subject with him. 

" I am not going to harangue,'* she 
laughed. ** Of course I am not. I am sure 
I could not sustain an argument, anyway. 
And it does seem futile to talk when Prog- 
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ress has the matter in hand. Every so often 
events shape themselves to force a certain 
issue. Woman's suflPrage is imdoubtedly 
the issue now. Anjrthing that I could say 
would be like the cry of a wren in the last 
swirl of a tempest, it neither hurries nor 
retards the moment when the sun shines 
again." 

"But think how many are giving up 
everjrthing to fiui;her the cause," I cried. 

" I know it," Belle said, humbly. " And 
I am very far from intending the least crit- 
icism, or of trying to depreciate, in any way, 
the splendid work of women who know so 
much more than I know. But all the same 
they seem, to me, to be just so many eager 
sea-nymphs who swim far out beyond the 
breakers for the joy of lashing the white- 
caps in to shore." 

Professor Warren was divided between 
two opinions. He did not like Belle's calm 
announcement that woman's suflPrage was 
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an assured result of progress. But he was 
delighted with her figure of speech. He 
snorted "Bosh!" to the first, and cried 
"Bullyl*' to the second. 

** But I shall not be here when it comes," 
he said, mournfully, and reached for my 
hand to wipe his eyes. 

Little Hazel Dean was now very often 
of pur company when we rode into the coun- 
try. With Charlie and Belle coaxed into 
saddles we made quite a troop of horse for 
our errant cavalryman on many a morning 
early. The town leans against the hills, and 
we raced on her brown shoulders until the 
smnmer came. Then I, for one, was in- 
clined to seek cool, tree-shadowed places. I 
liked the little Dean girl. And it was not 
long before I saw from the shelter of my 
absurd cap that youth was calling to youth 
with the immediate prospect of being an- 
swered. It was as it should be. I grew 
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faint at heart when I thought how, if I had 
yielded to that impulse to be loved, I might 
have seen this gradual awakening of a man^s 
passion in Arnold Cair's honest eyes when 
he was bound and sealed, by a soldier's word, 
to me, a middle-aged woman with short hair. 
The situation might have been tragical. 

But no forty-year-older would have that 
precedent to encourage her to yield, in the 
years to come, to the wooing of an una- 
wakened Theodore. And how he would 
woo! How masterfully — how tenderly I 

A vision crossed my mind of his young 
face grown into the likeness of his father and 
tense and glorious with j;he passionate love 
of a strong man. The thought shook me 
mightily. I cried out, and Tirzah leaped 
ahead, forging for a place between the cap- 
tain and the girl. I reined in' sharply, and 
took my place at Hazel's left. Arnold 
looked ^t me with fond approval. He had 
promised to love me all his life. I felt sure 
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that he would now be able to keep his word. 
The circumstances favored it. 

I yearned over the young pair, mother- 
wise. 

Hazel was little and shy, with the grace 
of a fawn and a voice like the rill of water. 
She sang to me, twilight songs, the kind my 
father had loved. But when she sat in the 
half-dark room one late afternoon and 
began, 

** * Could ye come back to me, Douglas, Douglas,* ** 

I went out into the garden suddenly. And 
it was not until I heard the beat of hoofs 
on the path that I ventured forth. It was 
the captain coming with lover speed. And 
I, going up as he dismounted, whispered to 
him: 

" Go now, Arnold, and speak to her," 
and he turned, without a word and ran up 
the steps and straight into the room where 
she was still softly playing her old, sweet 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



FACING THE SITUATION 303 

song of a long dead " Douglas, tender and 
true," with her voice tuned to a cry for her 
soldier-lover. 

So I hastened his courtship with my bless- 
ing. 

It was quite ^ark when they came out 
to me, hand in hand. But I knew that their 
faces were shining as shone the faces of the 
first pair at the gate of Eden. 
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WANDERLUST 

Theodobe sent me a picture post-card 
from Honolulu. I had seen the glorious 
land, and rather expected that he would 
remind me of the marvellous coloring of 
the flowers and verdure. But he devoted 
all his space to a round-up of untamed 
horses on the hills. 

** It would have been buUier if you'd been 
with me, Jakie," he wrote. And after that 
I felt that I could spare the word-painting. 
As a matter of fact, I doubt if the sense of 
color is developed in a lad of ten years. Few 
grown-ups have imagined the spectrum's 
infinite varieties. 

Teddy did not speak of Mr. and Mrs. 
Rosmore, but I inferred that they were 
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happy and well. My eaglet was evidently 
trying his wings, and parents were, for the 
time being, ignored. 

But I caught one feather from his daring 
pinion and wore it in my cap: 

" It would have been bullier if you'd been 
with me, Jakie.'* 

I have a tremendous admiration for peo- 
ple who first make their plans, as carefully 
as a strategist works out a campaign, and 
then live up to the plans to the letter. But 
as for me I never do anything as I have pre- 
arranged. A nomad with a tent of dreams, 
I follow the trail of fancy. 

And so it came about that after I had 
returned to Rose Cottage to stay, I, almost 
immediately, took a transcontinental ex- 
press and,' at the week-end, was on board 
ship booked and boimd for Europe. 

I left Belle to tell the friends that I had 
started for somewhere, I knew not where. 
But before the pilot left us beyond the Nar- 
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rows I scrawled word to Mary that my 
ticket read, " Havre." 

I think I become less friendly as I ad- 
vance in years. Slower to give my hand in 
greeting, more grudging of my attention 
and praise. For this reason I made few 
acquaintances on the ship. But with rugs 
for a shell and steamer-chair drawn well 
back in a comer of the deck, I was content 
to be an on-looker as the human kaleido- 
scope, made up of many voyagers in many- 
hued travelling-plaids, met and separated 
and arranged themselves in geometric 
groups only to separate and meet again in 
constant movement and untranquillity. 

The restless American had, certainly, 
restless mates from every land under heaven. 
Types and languages blended as this dis- 
solving and reassembhng went on around 
me. But I felt no interest in the component 
parts of the mass, as individuals. I was as 
one who had stepped aside while the sphere 
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made its revolution. To me the world was 
but a globe of painted paper. There were 
no fires at its heart. No molten passion 
leaping to the brown breasts of its lulls. 
All was barrenness, emptiness, and mockery. 

It occurred to me — after I began to real- 
ize that people were talking to each other 
within my hearing — that it is not well to 
try to weigh general conversation in the bal- 
ances. Had I roused myself enough to be- 
come a participant in the verbal interchange 
I might have thought it amusing, if not 
witty. But as it was, the chatter and burble 
going on seemed so inane to me that I could 
not help wondering how it soimded to God. 
Less troublesome, doubtless, to the Large 
Patience. 

I overheard some love-words — throbbing 
with a curious note, like a miaerere, under 
the golden, passionate strain — as a young 
couple stood near me in the moonlight. I 
was so truly a ghost that they either did not 
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see me, or seeing felt me unimportant. 
They kissed, full in my sight, and linger- 
ingly moved on. With that exception, and 
some talk of stocks and markets among 
worried-looking men, I did not hear a sus- 
tained conversation. 

I received the impression that men and 
women seemed to avoid seriousness, and 
constantly to affect immense jollity. It was 
as though they meant to fool the sea into the 
belief that they had never stolen of his 
sacred spray for tears. 

The loftiest stateroom in the most mag- 
nificent ship is stuffy at night. I stayed 
outside as long as I could, even when my 
kaleidoscope had quite dissolved, and the 
figures had vanished into beds and dreams. 
And with only the lookout in his tower and 
the night officers at their posts, I watched 
the heavens unroll and the crested sea tread 
its measures toward shore. 

The great black hulk, pride of the ship- 
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yards, was after all a frail thing. A leaf 
carrying a cobwebbed company of immor- 
tals. And now a fathom, now an inch, 
under this leaf, might be the needle-pointed 
reef, the ripping fang of the ice, while I, 
and my fellow-spirits garmented in cobwebs, 
wept or laughed or planned or dreamed. I 
fancied, as I leaned over the rail and gazed 
into the moon-gilded waters, that a sub- 
merged derelict might even then be crossing 
our ship's course. If so, it had doubtless 
carried just such another sea-beguiling com- 
pany as oiu^s on such another day. 

I hoped, if they had gone to the death, 
they had gone with dignity; as Celt and 
Saxon do. And that they had shaken oflp 
their cobwebs in the deep and donned the 
robes of immortality. 

There had been what is called " a disaster 
at sea " a week or so before this voyage that 
I was making, and covert fear from time to 
time sprang into the faces that I saw about 
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me. There were sudden starts, and paling 
of features, when an engine held its breath 
for a space, or a chain ran through a block 
noisily. 

It is a sad commentary on our faith. But 
the wonderful words that run so trippingly 
from our tongues have not robbed death of 
its sting or the grave of its victory. A 
woman near me was fretting continually 
for fear we should strike an iceberg; and 
one morning I heard her husband, a rude 
person, say impatiently: 

" Bertha, I don't believe heaven is as much 
of a place as it's cracked up to be, for you 
pious folks hate like the devil to go there I " 

She wept, reproaching his profanity. 

How Charlie Warren would have chortled 
over that speech! 

I have often wondered if the soul shudders 
with terror as it enters life through birth, 
even as it shrinks from passing on to life, 
through death? 
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It might seem that there were more cause 
in the first case mentioned. 

But it may be that the Lord God sends 
the new soul as His messenger; while the 
departing soul returns as one that has be- 
trayed a trust and dreads a penalty. 

I arrived in Paris in time to see the fu- 
neral cortege of a great Academician pass 
slowly through the stately avenue toward 
the Cemetery of P^re Lachaise; and stood, 
with the silent thousands on the curb, while 
thirty-nine frock-coated, silk-hatted Immor- 
tals attended the mortal part of the Forti- 
eth to his grave. 

Thirty-nine celebrated gentlemen, savants 
of the Republic, walked after the black- 
draped funeral car in seemly and orderly 
procession. But separated from them by a 
htmdred feet and keeping the same distance 
from the carriages of the family, one woman 
walked alone. Her tall, slight figure was 
clad in hopeless black; grief was in every 
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line of her noble form as she went steadily 
along, maintaining her place between the 
Immortals of the French Academy and the 
shrouded mourners in the carriages next in 
Une. 

A vague sympathy stirred me. I watched 
her wonderingly. 

Then a breeze came over the Seine and 
blew aside her veil. I almost cried aloud. 
For the sunlight biu*nished the coppery hair 
and touched the tragically lonely face that 
I had seen upon the dead man's canvases. 
The woman was the model who had made 
him famous. 

I saw her fold her empty hands across her 
breast and walk alone, — between honor and 
honor, touching neither one, — her occupa- 
tion gone. She had no point in the triangle 
of society. It was hers to take but this one 
more journey with the master as he travelled 
to the measure of the funeral drums to the 
green acres of Pfere Lachaise. 
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I went back to the hotel and wrote to 
Belle. 

" Dear/' I said, " write to me that you 
are going to marry Gregg Carson. I have 
seen two red-headed waif -women to-day in 
the same boat. They were able to row it 
well enough. But they are not satisfied or 
happy. Light the fires of home, my Belle, 
even if you have to use yoiu* manuscript for 
kindling." 
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THE UNEXPECTED HAPPENS 

One of the delights of foreign travel is 
meeting folks from home. I ran across Mr, 
Abner Carter of Oakland, in a little jewelry 
shop near the Seine, where I had gone to 
look for a pink pearl in a silver setting for 
om* rose-and-gray poet, Charlie Warren. 

The huge Westerner was bending over 
the show-case as I entered the door; and 
his immense frame, with the sharp-eyed lit- 
tle salespeople darting about it, reminded 
me of a beset buffalo. 

"By all that's alkali!" he exclaimed, as 
he crushed my hand in greeting. "Lord, 
here's somebody from America I " 

It sounded like an introduction with ac- 
companying credentials. 

314 



Digitized by 



Google 



UNEXPECTED HAPPENS 816 

" How did you leave Trisco? " he went 
on, and added as I answered him, "If I 
ever get back there again I'm going to tip 
my chair up against the Golden Gate and 
stay for sure/* He gazed at me so delight- 
edly that I was surprised. 

" What are you buying? *' I looked with 
curiosity at the trays that covered one side 
of the shop. 

He grinned sheepishly, his handsome, sun- 
biu*ned face aglow. 

" I thought I had to buy something; and 
I couldn't think of anything but spoons." 

" But nobody collects souvenir teaspoons 
now,'* I laughed, ignoring the natural pro- 
tests of the clerks. " Come over to the Latin 
Quarter and buy a few pictures or a statue. 
There are some young Americans over there 
that you will be proud of, — and they need 
your encouragement." 

And I hmriedly sketched the struggles 
and described, as well as I could, the attain- 
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ments of that band of glorious youngsters 
across the river. 

" They need the practical help of rich men 
like you, Mr. Carter," I added. "And 
they'll give you the value of your money 
every time." 

" Great Scott! You don't say so? " He 
swept the trays away with his big hand and 
turned to me with a deeper red running up 
under his sunbiu*n. " I wish I'd known 
that before. They loaded me up with about 
a cartful in another place. Do you believe 
they will let me out of here without buying 
any? " 

It did not look that way. 

The cawing protests filled the little shop 
and strengthened my impression of the buf- 
falo and the buzzards. But the more bale- 
ful glances were directed toward me; and 
I was very glad that the French taught in 
the States is not always the same as that 
spoken in Paris. For the language of the 



Digitized by 



Google 



UNEXPECTED HAPPENS 317 

disappointed clerks was not complimentary. 
He awaited my reply with some anxi- 
ety. 

" No," I laughed, " they will not let you 
out. You must just go." 

He liked that. Assurance rushed back to 
his eyes. But his coiu*age took the form of 
asking me to luncheon. 

" Come on, then," he said, hand on my 
elbow, " let's go where they cook in Eng- 
lish and have something to eat." 

And we rushed the center and scored. 

But we were followed beyond the comer, 
and maligned with Gallic eloquence as we 
sprinted for a restaurant. 

"What did they call me?" Mr. Carter 
asked as we made the goal, and walked like 
reposeful Americans down the long dining- 
room. " I couldn't make out what the little, 
dancing jackanapes shouted. Was it in- 
sulting enough to warrant my going back 
and punching 'em?'' 
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" They insulted you as grossly as they 
could," I admitted. " But I do not believe 
I should pay any attention to it. Let the 
insult pass." 

He looked doubtful. 

" What was said? Can you repeat it? " 

He had a remarkably aggressive chin. 
His big hands shut into hammer-like fists. 
I liked the looks of him. 

" Yes, I can repeat it," I said. " But 
wait tmtil we find a table." 

We went among the httle white stands 
until we saw one under a make-believe tree. 
There we sat down and he gave me the 
menu with a scowl at the printed page. 

" Here's some one you can't get the best 
of. She knows your game," he said, ad- 
dressing the card as he handed it to me. 

I ordered a plain American midday meal, 
and then said to my handsome fellow coun- 
tryman across the damask: 

" Do you really want me to tell you what 
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they said at the shop? It was most dispar- 
aging." 

" I can stand it," he said, grimly. But 
he cast a quick glance around. He did not 
know what was coming. An American 
dreads to hear a woman swear. He would 
keep any one else from hearing hCT do so 
at the cost of his life. I lowered my voice: 

" He called you a ' little pig! ' " 

A half -moment he stared in waiting and 
bewilderment. But when he realized that 
was all, he roared with such loud laughter 
that the head-waiter came near to see if he 
looked rich enough to be allowed to remain. 

"What are you going to do?" Mt. 
Carter finished his cigar and looked at me 
hopefully. " This is the only pleasant meal 
I have eaten in this pickled principality." 

" We are bound for the Latin Quarter," 
I laughed, challenging him to forget his 
promise if he dared. " And you, I hope, are 
going to acquire canvases that will make 
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the whole Coast stare. But what a name 
you call France I" 

"It's straight, though. Preserved roy- 
alty in Republican jars on every hand. I 
don't like it. Too much Napoleon here for 
me. I read Wendell Phillips's speech on 
Toussaint L'Ouverture when I was coming 
across. And I was so fighting mad by the 
time I struck Paris that I wanted to bust 
the Bonapartes, root and branch!" 

He blazed over the wrongs of a far yes- 
terday. The dishes clinked together as he 
brought down his fist. Then he blushed 
over his bluster, like a huge boy, and said 
briskly: 

" Come, then, and show me the wonders 
of young art. Where is the Quarter? If 
you won't mention souvenir spoons to me, 
I'll try to transfer my attention to stat- 
uary." 

I promised, and he called a taxicab. 

As we crossed the bridge I thought rather 
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seriously over the matter. Here was a rep- 
resentative western American millionaire 
who was perfectly willing to spend his 
money for the encouragement of American 
students the moment the suggestion was 
made to him. 

I wanted to call all the opulent globe- 
trotters that live between the granite and 
the golden hills to follow our lead and come 
and buy. For the tavern and shop-keepers 
reap the golden increase of travel from the 
United States, while in the bare studios, 
keeping company, sometimes, with the 
Famine and the Fever, are the young paint- 
ers who hold America's art future in their 
hands. 

After Mr. Carter had had his spirited 
quarrel with the cabman — without which 
no man worthy of the Starry Banner ever 
finishes a ride — we began our round of 
the studios. 

" I hope you will not think of buying a 
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picture unless you want it very much/' I 
said. " Our artists are doing great work, 
you know. And they are proud." 

" I'll buy anything you want me to buy/' 

He gave me a long, honest look. ** You 
don't believe it would hurt a painter's feel- 
ings if I should take his whole stock, do 
you?" 

"It might," I laughed. "You know 
Whistler would not let his picttu'es go, even 
when they were bought and paid for. But 
please distribute yoiur gold for purchase. 
One picture in each of a dozen studios will 
be better than to buy twelve paintings of 
one man." 

"Everything you say goes," said Mr. 
Carter, heartily. And we began climbing 
stairs. 

He loomed large and light, in his gray 
tweeds^ before me in dim corridors and upon 
rickety steps. His gray hair shone under 
the skylights. His back looked kind. His 



Digitized by 



Google 



UNEXPECTED HAPPENS 32S 

light, twinkling eyes were in curious con- 
trast to his skin that had been browned on 
the unshaded mesas of the cattle lands. He 
looked beautiful, I am sure, to a sweet, slim 
girl in a blue jumper when he bought a 
picture that she had painted. The work 
was worthy to hang beside a Mazzanovich 
canvas; and the girl must have ako heard 
the Voices that inspire such Ijrric interpre- 
tations of the woods. 

" I wish you would dine with me,'* Mr. 
Carter said. " I do not want to appear to 
monopolize your society, but I am a lone- 
some person." 

I declined dinner with him on a plea of 
letters to write, but asked him to call on the 
morrow. After all it was rather nice to be 
going about with a presentable man. The 
attentions that women usually take as their 
right made quite an impression on me. I 
carried myself with more assm*ance when I 
went up the marble stairs from the foyer. 
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The maid fairly staggered under the 
weight of the roses she brought to me before 
I was up in the morning. She treated me 
with added respect as she admired the gor- 
geous color of the flowers. But I was read- 
ing the card with a homesick tug at my 
heart. It said: 

"We have each seen fairer blossoms in 
the gardens of Cahfornia. And I have seen 
more beautiful ones here — in your cheeks." 

I think I cried a little, though I intended 
to laugh. 

When he came later I thanked him gaily. 

" You should not flatter old spinsters," I 
said. 

And he looked at me, quite gravely, and 
did not reply. But when he said he had a 
little electric car outside and hoped that I 
would go out to one of the famous gardens 
for lunch, I hurried to get ready. Truly 
my last days in Paris were likely to be the 
merriest I had ever had anywhere. 
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I dressed in white, from shoon to parasol, 
and looked well. But I was more than 
forty and the year was at May. I went 
down to the automobile where the West- 
erner waited for me. He had the manner 
of a border chief in a Waverley Novel. I 
wondered as he helped me into the car why, 
in all the years that I had known him, I had 
not really seen his fine face before. But 
it is often that way. We have only a gen- 
eral impression of the features of our near- 
est friends. 

There were only two faces in the world 
that I knew absolutely, and one of these 
continually blended into the other. I was 
dwelling somewhat upon these two faces as 
we finished lunching. Then I felt a strong 
grip on my hand that had been playing with 
my glass; and looked up and into those 
twinkling, light gray eyes to find them re- 
garding me very gently. 

" Janet,'' said Abner Carter, " I wish you 
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could make up your mind to marry me." 
Again the vibrant, major-chord of love. 

In every novel that I have read the hero- 
ine has been tremendously surprised at a pro- 
posal. Her astonishment has never seemed 
real to me. But the novelist is probably 
an accurate reporter. For on the two occa- 
sions that I have recorded I have been as- 
tonished beyond words to hear such a prop- 
osition. I stared at the gentleman from 
California, not able to utter a soimd. Then 
after a fconmiission to the waiter to the to- 
bacco shop, that took him safely out of the 
way, Abner Carter said: "Didn't you 
ever suspect in the old days that *— I loved 
you, Janet, girl? " 

" Oh, no, no,'* I whispered. " Please do 
not say that. I hardly know you — we have 
not met for years." 

He reached over, took my other hand, 
and held them both in his strong clasp as 
we sat in the vine-embowered siunmer-house 
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by the river. A humming bird whirred per- 
sistently over a scarlet blossom near me. I 
saw a hundred hues upon its little wings. 
But the only other sound was the man's 
voice saying: 

" We used to meet, before you gave up 
your sweet youth to the care of Rosmore^s 
boy. Don't you remember, Janey? '" 

I nodded. 

" But I never thought, for a moment — 
what you have just told me. You know 
I was away in China, and then at St. John's 

— absorbed in my work." 
He bowed, gravely. 

*^ I know. But I always loved you. Al- 
ways wanted you for my wife. I never felt 
there was hope for me, imtil we met here 
yesterday, and I realized that you were free 

— free as any other unmarried woman. I 
did a lot of hard thinking last night, and 
I made up my mind that I could make 
something out of life that might be worth 
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while if I could have you heside me. What 
do you say? " 

He had my hands in a hard grip. He 
was not one to let go easily. 

I said " no '* as gently as I could. But he 
waved aside my refusal. 

" IVe heen too hlimt," he said, " I am so 
little used to women. But you won't refuse 
me, after thinking it over, will you, Jan? 
Of course I do not expect you to love me. 
How could you? You haven't seen me for 
years; and I'm not a star for looks or man- 
ner, anyway. But I'm the kind of a man 
that gets a love set in his heart when he 
is young. Your little-girl face is stamped 
right deep and indelibly where it was 
printed when I was a good deal of a kid — 
and I reckon there is no way of rubbing it 
out. You couldn't love me — because you 
haven't started yet; and you are no longer 
what we call * young.' But I'd like to get 
the chance of trying to make you happy." 
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I tried to speak, but he stopped me 
gently. 

"Do not answer me to-night. Do not 
think of my proposal as a matter affecting 
the present, anyway. Put yourself and me 
ten years older than we are now. I'll make 
a nice old man to sit by the fire with, Janey, 
when the evenings are long and cold and the 
house is lonesome and kind of still. Don't 
answer me until you have thought about 
that side of it, girl! '' 

He bent his honest look upon me. His 
gray eyes were almost dark. Their merry 
twinkle veiled. 

We said "good night'' quietly and 
" good-bye," for he was sailing on the mor- 
row for home. It seemed to me as I went 
upstairs that all the pulses of my being 
were strangely still. 

Then I thought of the advice I had writ- 
ten to Belle. 
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CARCASSON'NrE 

I JOINED a touring-party through the 
provinces and wandered at will for a season, 
and more, before finding rest for the sole 
of my foot in the enchanting region of the 
Aude. Then I settled down in the fifty- 
towered square of Carcassonne. 

Four times I heard the bells usher in the 
sweet, provincial Sabbath; and my long un- 
bended knees pressed the pavement of the 
embattled church of St. Nazaire. 

I do not recall a finer example of archi- 
tecture in all Europe than this pointed choir 
and Romanesque nave. I gave late grati- 
tude to the seldom-thanked Third Napo- 
leon for his restoration of the mediaeval 
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fortress and the superb cathedraL His sins 
of omission are forgotten by all who behold 
these works so nobly done. 

Old-world churches have bosoms of mercy 
for their commimicants ; arms of quiet 
peace. I felt that I had stepped aside from 
a clangorous highway into a place of violet- 
shadowed calm; a hushed and holy atmos- 
phere of prayer. 

My thoughts withdrew, with veiled faces. 
Emotions stilled. In all the temple of my 
spirit there was but the flicker of my pidse 
like a flame upon a waiting altar. 

The intoning of the priests, the vibrant 
treble of the singing acolytes, fell on my 
outer sense of soimd. But my soul waited. 
Then, like the burst of dawn, the Presence 
shone aroimd and through me. I had the 
blessing of tears. 

A little peasant girl in velvet bodice and 
full blue skirt, who was kneeling beside me, 
looked up from imder her quaint lace cap 
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and touched my hand with her roughened 
fingers. 

" Has madame the stranger-fever? " 

Her voice was as gentle as a dove's. 

" The stranger-fever." I had it, indeed. 

I told her truth. 

" I am homesick, little girl,'* I said. 

"Well, then," she responded, brightly, 
" come with me to my mother. She has 
healing words." 

We went together out of the church and 
to the little house in a grass-grown street 
where Madame Du Lac lived with her 
daughter, Marie, forever busy with their 
lace-making and rose-culture. 

After one hour spent in the garden I 
begged to stay. Madame Du Lac's face 
was sharp with fasting. But she was a phi- 
losopher of no mean order. I had not been 
with her half the mentioned time when I 
had poured out my heart and showed her 
my empty arms. 
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" It is the way of life, madame," she said 
with meaning in the title. " You have loved 
and you have held against your bosom. 
* What more may mothers do? See, I work 
my pattern on the pillow, but it goes to 
another breast. Shall I have no return? 
Oh, yes. The good God rewards when the 
work is well done. It is enough. Is it not 
so?" 

Marie gave me a cup of wine and a smile. 

" May I stay vsdth you? '' I asked. 

" But we have only an upper room, bare 
of comforts. If madame could — " 

The night gave me sleep in the room that 
was sheltered by a tree of crimson roses in 
which, when the moon rose, a nightingale 
sang. 

I had my trunks sent over from the hotel 
and began to live again. 

"We honor our poet to-morrow," Ma- 
dame Du Lac told me one day when I ques- 
tioned her about the display of bimting in 
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the streets. I had chosen the upper town, la 
cits, for my tarrying rather than the mod- 
ernized portion of the capital, and from my 
window of the little house under the wall 
I saw that the grass-grown streets had been 
set with floral arches. 

" Pierre Minot has won praise in Paris," 
she assured me, proudly. " His verses are 
sung in the grand cafes. To-morrow he 
arrives to visit his mother* Shall not his 
mother-village honor him? '' 

Her cap ruffles fluttered about her sharp 
little face as she talked. Her thin hands 
moved like brown swallows. ** Of course 
madame knows the songs of Minot? 
Ahl~" 

At first I feared that she could find no 
pardon for me. Then she smiled. ** To be 
sure madame is an American. How could 
an American know Minot? " 

So I was soothed and forgiven. 

I hiunbly helped her trim the front of the 
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house and make up nosegays from the ador- 
able garden, to be tossed before the bard of 
Carcassonne when he should pass us by. 

It had not been the custom in my part 
of the world to make much ado over poets, 
particularly when they were native sons. 
But I thrilled over the sentiment which 
found expression in these elaborate prepa- 
rations. A neighbor of ours was placing 
her newly-decorated house at the disposal 
of the visitor who was to meet and entertain 
his mother there. The native nest was too 
small for the lark that had sung as near 
heaven as is Paris. And there was to be 
a procession to accompany him from the 
Aude through the historic Porte de Nar- 
bonne and up to this place. 

Old chests were opened and from them 
were taken the garments to be worn on the 
occasion: gold-threaded waistcoats and em- 
broidered petticoats that have been kept 
generation after generation for such rare 
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gala days. Old lutes were set in tune for 
the new songs. 

I was up betimes in the morning. I 
meant to write and describe the fHe to Belle 
and to Theodore, and did not intend to miss 
a feature of it. But early as I was the vil- 
lage was awake before me. I heard yoimg 
voices singing down the steep highway be- 
fore I was dressed. I flew into my bath 
and out again like a distracted canary, and 
then hurried into my prettiest gown. 

I passed Madame Du Lac on the stair 
and curtesied instinctively. She wore a 
wired, winged, tissue cap set with gems; a 
skirt stiff with gold and silver threads, and 
a velvet bodice. 

Centuries rolled suddenly between us. 

I had met her like before in a book of old 
romances. I could not have told where or 
when. 

But she was pleased to see that I was 
dressed to do the stranger-poet honor. She 
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gave me a rose for my hair, and we went out 
together to the street. 

A hay-rick drawn by white oxen was ap- 
proaching, preceded by a group of singing 
girls. And on the mound of fragrant 
grasses sat a young man, a dark-eyed, smi- 
ling fellow, little more than a boy. The 
wagon lumbered up through walls of cheers: 

'' Welcome, son of Carcassonne, welcome, 
singer of France! Minot, Minott ** 

I joined the applause, added to the cheers. 
My eyes were wet. 

The good, simple, enthusiastic, art-loving 
folk honored their poet sincerely. The hay 
dripped with flowers. The air was thick 
with blossoms flung from every side. 

" Listen,'' said Madame Du Lac, touch- 
ing my arm. " They are singing his own 
songs." 

It was a Gallic compliment. Nothing 
could have been more delicately offered to 
the poet returning to his home. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



338 THE SUPPLANTER 

Belle's letter came and gave me news, but 
not the kind I had required of her. She said 
that Mr. Carter had called at Rose Cottage 
and enlisted her in his cause. She taunted 
me delicately, teased me, in her deliciously 
hiunorous way. But of Gregg Carson and 
his wooing she said no word. A letter from 
Mary came in the same mail* 

** Janey,'* she said, " I have often thought 
that we made a mistake in letting Theodore 
go with Mrs. Rosmore. Because there was 
no doubt that while each tried to love the 
other they were antagonistic to a marked 
degree. I suppose that is because she was 
not able to realize that the big boy was her 
wee baby. But now I am sure things will 
be all right, because her heart is satisfied 
at last — " 

I stopped reading. The room was black. 
It was moments before I could breathe 
again. Then I forced my eyes back to the 
page — "with a little adopted baby. . . % 
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The child is of good family. A girl, I think. 
They are intending to remain in their 
charming house in Tokio, for they like the 
society, mostly British, I suppose, and they 
say Mrs. Rosmore entertains the Navy set 
delightfully. It's nice ahout the baby, isn't 
it? John is so glad that it is not her really, 
truly own. Of course she is entirely herself 
again. But one can never be quite sure that 
family history will not repeat itself. My 
dear, when are you coming home? We miss 
you so. No one more than Mary.'* 

The nightingale sang in the rose-tree and 
the lights in the windows failed. But I lay 
awake imtil day. 

" I am going home, Madame,*' I said as 
I went down to my breakfast of bread and 
coffee. ** The little boy I told you of is 
in Japan. I shall feel nearer to him on the 
edge of America than I do here. And he 
may, sometime, need me.'* 

Later, for I did not delay my departure. 
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she watched me ride away on a little cart 
that carried my trunk. 

" The good God weaves His pattern," 
she said. " Trust Him.'' Marie paced the 
slow-moving carriage and held my hand in 
hers for a long way. So I left Carcassonne 
and returned to America. But I was richer, 
in heart, because of that experience. 

I am certain that no other relation in life 
is as satisfactory, at every point, as friend- 
ship. Belle had telegraphed the Wordens 
that I was returning and my home coming 
was a festival. 

" God make me worthy of my friends,'* 
was the prayer upon my lips when I rushed 
into the arms waiting to receive me. 

"We're glad to get you home again, 
girl," John Worden cried, patting my shoul- 
der with his big hand. " We've missed you 
like thimder I " And Mary and Belle and I 
wept as we climg together. 

" I won't wait another minute," called a 
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booming voice from the direction of the gar- 
den. "Bless my Stars and Stripes! who 
should be here to welcome Jan if not her 
old soldier?" and General Charlton came 
lightly up the path and took me to his khaki- 
covered heart with the tenderness of a 
father. 

"We kept the general in the garden 
until we had seen you," Mary explained, 
naively. " And Charlie does not dream that 
you are in America." 

"He doesn't, eh?" laughed the doctor, 
pointing with his pipe. And we shouted to 
see the dear old man coming up from the 
gate, flaunting his gay Japanese umbrella 
among the magnolias, and intoning oaths of 
joy. Mrs. Worden shook her finger at 
Belle who murmured: 

" I couldn't leave him out of this happy 
reunion, Mary." 

" Janey," said Professor Warren, moimt- 
ing the steps and taking the cup Belle of- 
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fered, and lifting it with a gesture that 
encompassed earth and sky: " I give you 
welcome home to the land that the Lord 
God shaped in beauty." And so I came 
again unto my own. 
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BEALIZATION 

Belle brushed Charlie's hat and straight- 
ened his cravat. Her manner toward the 
old poet was half playful, half reverential, 
as he appeared child or sage. Doctor John 
looked up at her from the morning paper: 

"I thought I might find yoiu* name 
among the spring authors, Isabel," he said. 
" Isn't the great work finished? " 

General Charlton was perched like a large 
brown bird on the veranda rail. He had 
ridden up from Coronado to say good-bye. 

" Yes, how about the book. Belle? " he 
added. 

Her hands flew to her breast and she 
swayed slightly before she answered. It 

343 
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was a fashion she had. It seemed as though 
she rocked her crying heart. 

"I — I did not intend to tell you," she 
faltered. 

"Whom in thunder should you tell if 
not us?" blurted John Worden, smoking 
savagely. 

"But — you see/' she faltered, "I feel 
like a mother whose child does not pass at 
examination-time in school. I have an im- 
pulse to hide the fact from my friends. 
But now I must confess. The publishers 
will not take my story." 

" Won't take it? My Stars and Stripes, 
I'll make 'eml" General Charlton sprang 
to his feet and his raised hand held an in- 
visible sword. It was evident that he had 
a method in mind, for placing a manuscript, 
that is not available for the ordinary literary 
agent. 

" Sit down, Billy," sighed the doctor. 

" That's all anybody can do," Warren 
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said, with tears. " And now, my child," — 
he turned to Belle — "you are going to 
know what it means to hawk the wares of 
the spirit up and down the world." He 
groaned. But she smiled brightly. 

" No," she said. " Now that I am over 
my surprise that the book was not accepted 
with great eagerness and rushed into blue 
covers and sent out to astonish the worid, I 
have come to the conclusion that it was just 
written for me. I'm going to try to live up 
to it and — " she was laughing now and her 
face found hiding on my shoulder — " for- 
saking art and letters, go into the business 
of raising chickens, with Abigail." 

"Give me a drink. Belle," moaned the 
professor. " I've got to quench this disap- 
pointment in good wine." 

He moved dejectedly over to the table as 
Wing came out with tall glasses. 

Belle ran to him and patted his arm. 

"Never mind, Charlie," she consoled, 
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aware that the gray poet was recalling the 
hurts of his own long literary career, even 
as he sympathized with her. " I know that 
art is long." 

"Damned long/' admitted the professor 
with a tremendous sigh, as he took the cigar 
proffered by the doctor. 

We had tea in the drawing-room. Mary's 
gracious silhouette stood out against a sim- 
set-framing window; and, at the end of the 
room, the Inness painting opened before 
my eyes a blossoming, twilighted world. 

It was late the next day before I visited 
Tirzah. There were so many threads of 
domesticity to pick up in the house, and my 
hands had grown slow and awkward, un- 
wonted to the cares of home-keeping since 
I had been away. Perhaps my house of life 
had been shaken from its f oimdations. At 
any rate, I found some difficulty in getting 
hold on things in my former sane, system- 
atic manner. But now my guests were 
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away on Theodore's old sloop; and I hur- 
ried out in my white habit, dressed for a 
canter. 

Tirzah whinnied when I passed the sta- 
bles. She must have heard my step on the 
cemented path. And when I went into the 
big stall Barker, the groom, let her come to 
me. The welcome was fully expressed in 
her thrilling neigh. In a moment I was in 
the saddle and out of the barn, and Tirzah 
pranced and cavorted, like a kitten at play, 
the whole length of the lane. I have never 
ridden races with Trouble. Joy has ever 
been my stirrup-mate. And now as I went 
forth on my lustrous-eyed, delicate-stepping 
mare, my pulses were timed again with the 
measure of hoofs. Then we passed the 
gates and the hills of my heart were before 
me. 

Spring was in the valley. The mountains 
loomed against an infinitely tender sky. 
Brown rivers sang and little pools were 
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still. The woods held subtle fragrances with 
lyric trees in flower and the ineffable arbu- 
tus blossoming. 

Tirzah climbed slowly. And when we 
reached a height commanding the uncon- 
quered land, I dismoimted and, with my 
arm across her glossy shoulders, looked far 
out over the now wine-colored waters. 

Theodore's boat was one of the many I 
could see glancing like white butterflies over 
the harbor. But his hand was not sailing 
her. He had learned to manage a sloop, 
even in heavy weather, before he went away. 
I fancied the pride in his father's eyes as, 
perhaps, now, the lad was showing his skill 
in sailor-craft on the sea of Japan. I sent 
a message by a white gull that winged west- 
ward. 

My gaze left the harbor and yearned over 
the vague horizon. Beyond the rim of the 
world, I thought, was the child I loved. My 
heart plrmged heavily. It had hurt to let 
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go of that young life. But I had " raised " 
the boy, as simple people say, and made him 
fit for his high position. That was all that 
had been required of me. 

I heard the sound of hoofs on the path 
and, in a moment, to my sm^prise, Mr. Car- 
ter came in sight. 

" Mrs. Witherspoon showed me the trail 
you had struck,'* he said in answer to my 
look of wonder, as he leaped from his horse 
and grasped my hand. " I came down from 
Sacramento to welcome you home, and rode 
up here to get ahead of Gregg Carson, who 
was a fellow passenger. I knew that he 
knew I was boimd for Rose Cottage. And 
I thought he was right after me. But I 
reckon something detained him down yon- 
der." 

" I reckon something did,'' I laughed, 
thinking how well he looked in his easy gray 
clothes and broad sombrero. " He came to 
see Belle." 
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" Great ScottI You don't mean it? '' 

The light which broke upon him illumined 
his smile. But I was thinking of Belle in 
the new role of a sly minx, and deciding to 
have speech with her at the earliest oppor- 
tunity. 

Abner Carter was gathering a handful of 
sweet grasses to feed to the hired horse that 
had brought him up from San Diego; and 
his look was that of a man at peace with the 
world. 

" By Jove/' he said, " that puts a differ- 
ent complexion on the scene. I treated Car- 
son like a mortal enemy all the way down 
from the Capital, but it was not any worse 
than he treated me. So he is courting little 
Mrs. Witherspoon? Well, I wish him luck. 
He is one of the finest fellows I ever knew." 

His change of heart toward Gregg Car- 
son seemed as complete as it was sudden. 
Then he followed me to the point from 
which I wished to show him the view of the 
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gardened land, and without waiting for pre- 
amble, held out his strong, dependable-look- 
ing hands: 

" Put your hands in mine for keeps, won't 
you, Janet? " he asked, simply. 

I shook my head. Through tears I saw 
the far horizon, 

" I cannot," I whispered. 

" But the boy is gone." 

I laid my hand on my heart, denying his 
assertion. 

" I know." The gentleness of a man is 
wonderful, surpassing the tenderness of 
women. " I can understand — to some de- 
gree, what the little fellow means to you. 
I reckon the child comes first in the affec- 
tions of every woman that God intended to 
be a mother." 

He took off his hat and stood before me 
reverently. I cannot describe his attitude or 
his tone. But I knew that in him was the 
adoration of the Madonna that is sometimes 
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in the very fiber of such direct and simple 
men. 

I heard Tirzah moving restlessly, and 
walked toward her. I was in no mood to 
talk. Words are, sometimes, feeble and 
misleading things. When he again spoke 
his tone was whimsy, and his light gray eyes 
twinkled with smiles. 

" There's a lonely stretch ahead, girl," he 
said, " gray years and white years, with cold, 
silent winters. I'll be a nice old man by a 
fireside. Do you remember what I told you 
in Paris? *' 

I remembered. And I believe then, if I 
could have made it seem fair to him, I might 
have cried, " yes," and been done with lone- 
liness forever. The crackle at the hearth 
tempted me. 

" WeU," he sighed, '' if I must wait, I 
must." He led the horses up to a knoll for 
easier mounting, as I cried, protestingly: 

" But it is not a matter of waiting, Abner. 
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I shall never marry* Love is for youth, my 
friend." 

" Well/' — he had a quaint way of pref- 
acing what he had to say with that mono- 
syllable, — "when *Love' grows into its 
full stature it calls itself * Comradeship,' and 
that name will do for me." 

He bowed and lifted my hands to his lips, 
then straightened, and laughed. 

" Far be it from me to dispute you, lady," 
he said. " But my hope of heaven is sure; 
and that means that you will, some day, 
marry me. We are going to walk down 
the hills to the sunset country together." 

" I think we must ride down to Mary 
Worden, now." I tried to speak lightly and 
cover a queer beating in my throat. There 
is no doubt about it: a positive aflSrmation 
is a compelling power. I knew that I was 
too much of a conformist, by nature, to 
stand against such assurance a very great 
while. 
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So he swung me to my saddle and leaped 
to his own. And we galloped to the level 
lands at a fine pace, and into the lane to 
Rose Cottage* 

He bade me good-bye at the door, decli- 
ning to remain and meet my house-party, 
and without a backward glance rode away. 

I went in slowly — reluctantly. The gray 
years and the white years ahead imrolled 
into a bleak prospect. I glanced out of the 
oriole window on the stair-landing to reas- 
sm^e myself that there were roses still 
aflower in the garden. 

The halls were deserted; my guests had 
not yet returned from the shore, and there 
was no one in the drawing-room. I had 
thought to find Belle in the house, but she 
had evidently gone out with Gregg Carson. 
Even Belle would soon be leaving me. 

I was half-way up the stairs when I heard 
some one moving about in the corridor 
above. There was a step on the floor, as of 
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some one trying to walk cautiously. For 
a moment I was startled and paused, listen- 
ing. Then, rallying courage, I ran up. 

Theodore stood in the door of his own 
room. 

Theodore, rosy and brown and tall; his 
face fuU of mischief and love and the joy 
of surprising me. 

Then he was crushing me in his rough, 
yoimg arms and patting my face that was 
wet with our mingled tears. 

"Jakie, Jakie, IVe come to stay,'' he 
cried. " Father sent me." 

" To stay? To stay — with me?'' I sat 
down, trembling, and he knelt, in his own 
old way, at my side. " But you must not 
leave your mamma, Teddy.'' 

"Oh, that's all right; she's got a baby, 
you know, and she doesn't like boys. I make 
her head ache." 

I caught him to my breast. 

His dark hair still held the smell of the 
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sea: he had sailed back to my love from 
across the world 1 

" Jakie," he said, after we had talked of 
many things, with swift questions and an- 
swers, and long, full pauses, and laughter 
over nothing, and tears of sheer joy, " IVe 
heard that babies sometimes get changed 
about when they are bom so nobody can tell 
which is which. Perhaps mothers get mixed 
up, too." 

He hesitated, and kissed my cheek sud- 
denly. 

" Well, Teddy? '' I wanted to hear what 
was in his boyish mind. 

But he affected a blithe indifference and 
strolled back into his room, whistling as he 
handled the familiar trifles on his bureau, 
and stood, legs wide, like a Napoleon, sur- 
veying his arms and munitions of war, I 
had followed him and saw that he had al- 
ready impacked a bag or two, and made a 
splendid litter in what had been an over- 
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orderly room. But he was more interested 
in his old belongings than in the treasiu*es 
he had acquired abroad. 

"Gee I I'm glad to jfind the things just 
as I left them. Look at my old boxing- 
gloves. Do you remember the bout father 
and I had up here? " 

I remembered. 

Teddy's face clouded. " Wouldn't it be 
fine if father were only home with us? '* 

" You did not finish what you were say- 
ing a little while ago, dear/' I said. The 
flush that rose to his forehead convinced me 
that he had not forgotten. He raised his 
beautiful deep blue eyes to mine. 

^^ Mother! '* he cried, leaping toward me, 
'' Mother! ** and clasped me in his arms. 

Earth has few moments of such solemn 

joy- 

I stood before the Lord of Life, made 
perfect in my womanhood by that one word: 
" Mother/' 
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"I am never, never going to leave you 
again/' he protested. But I smiled. For 
even as he spoke I could see the man that 
he was to be out and making his place in 
the world. My part was to fit him for the 
work. The white years would imroU, but 
they could not be lonely. The radiance of 
that name would shine through all the time. 

Twilight fell. His head was on my 
bosom. And as he raised his glance to mine 
I felt that same subtle interchange that 
there had been between us the hoiu* that he 
was bom. Then into the eyes of the boy 
came the look of David Rosmore and the 
deep glance of the father darkened and 
glorified the eyes of his son. 

Then we sat for a space without words; 
and he laughed at the familiar babble of the 
river in the valley. 

" It's bully to be here/' he sighed, hap- 
pily- 

When the stars gleamed in the purple 
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sky and the song of the bells came up from 
the city, we heard Mary and the doctor come 
in with Charlie and Belle, and Theodore 
sprang up and dashed, pell-mell, down the 
stairs, descending with a whoop upon the 
astonished company. I heard their welcom- 
ing shouts and followed the little lad as far 
as the first landing. But there I turned 
about and fled back to my own room. For 
I was as one with an alabaster box that 
must be broken, in the silence, at the feet 
of God. 

Later, when I was dressed for dinner, 
John and Mary came up to my moon-gilded 
balcony to share my joy, even as they had 
been beside me in my other experiences. 
Mary, in her soft gray draperies, looked 
like a statue of silver as the night-radiance 
fell around her, and I knelt beside her chair. 

"Rosmore will be lonesome without the 
little fellow," the doctor said, filling his pipe 
from the Indian pouch he always carried. 
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^* It must have been quite a sacrifice for him 
to let the boy come back." 

I had no words with which to answer this. 

Then he asked me something about the 
voyage, which Theodore had made with the 
returning family of a professor in the Im- 
perial University in Tokio, and his own 
Japanese servant, the man who had accom- 
panied him when he went away. 

And hearing this, John Worden sat back 
among the shadows and smoked his pipe, 
listening, with Mary and me, to the young 
laughter that floated up to us from the hall. 
Then, quite suddenly, he leaned forward, as 
I still knelt at his wife's knee, and his 
big hand — with siu*prising gentleness — 
touched my shoulder. 

" Are you content, Jan, girl? " he asked. 

"I — am content. Doctor," I answered. 

Something fell upon my hand. I looked 
up, wondering. It was a tear from Mary 
Worden*s brimming eyes. 
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** We met Abner Carter on our way up 
from the beach," observed the doctor, cas- 
ually. " He said business was likely to 
bring him down here from time to time. It 
might not be a bad idea to introduce him 
to Ted. A man of the right sort helps a 
boy upward, and Carter's as sound at heart 
as a cedar tree.'' 

I glanced sideways at my old friend. He 
was trying to cover his absurdly conscious 
coimtenance with a cloud of smoke. I 
sprang up, shaking an accusing finger. 

" Conspirator 1 '* I laughed. " Come. 
We shall be late. By this time Charlie is 
surely swearing.'' 

We started down together, but a bird's 
sudden thrilling note, in the garden, halted 
us on the landing beside the oriole window. 

"Hark," said John Worden, listening 
smilingly. " Orpheus calls Eurydice." 

An old Gaelic rune came to my mem- 
ory, following his thought: 
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" Love, love, love. 
The fair cheek, the dark hair. 
For him I'd scale the walls of hell 
Gin he were there! " 

I did not know that I breathed the lines 
aloud. But Mary*s tender arm enfolded 
me. 

The bird^s notes showered through the 
dark like silver spray, and then, as though 
the roses caught and hushed the melody that 
spilled against their hearts, there was silence 
in the garden. 

We turned together to descend the stairs, 
and once we were in the hall the doctor 
turned to say, abruptly: 

" The strength of man is measured by 
what he lays hold upon and keeps. By 
what standard may one judge the strength 
of woman?*' 

" By what she can relinquish,'' his wife 
said, softly. 

THE END. 
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TJfTHO is the Captain ? thousands of readers of this fine 
book ^rill be asking. It is a story of love and war, 
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conflict It has lots of color and movement, and the splen- 
did figure naming the book dominates the whole. 
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^ I am delighted with your book. Of all the first novels, 
I believe yours is the very best. The novel is American 
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